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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

This AU fic has been inspired by Apocalyptica\'s song \"Kaamos\". Kaamos means \"darkness\" in Finish and 
this term refers to the phenomenon known as \"polar night\". During the polar night, the Sun doesn\'t rise 
above the horizon for more than 24 hours. More information about this you can find in Wikipedia Because it 
is an AU story, expect to find from time to time some fracture in logic, if you wonder why this or why that, 
wait until the end, because there will be answers to your questions. What might sound without any sense, will 
make sense in the following chapters. 


Part |. The Day The Whole World Went Away 
Chapter | 
"Are you all right?" 


| open my eyes. 


At first | see only this hot darkness around me. Then, after few seconds, my sight gets accustomed to the 


night and to this new place l'm in. 


The first thing | perceive is this regular sound, like somewhere, not too far, outside this room though, these 
huge lungs are breathing: inhale, exhale... 


I'm lying in a bed, naked, in a small room; on its walls, dim light from outside carves shapes like shadows of 
things from an outer world. But something seems so peaceful here that | sigh somehow in relief - at least it 
is quiet here. 


Also, l'm not alone. 


| turn my head and see him - his facial features profiled on the dark background, his skin glowing in the 
silvery light coming through the windows, his longish curly hair appearing dark-blue. 


"Christoph?" | emit this choked whisper. 
The sight of him stuns me; l'm breathless, like I've never seen anything so beautiful before in my life. 
"Yes, honey?" He replies mocking me. 


He is lying on his side, facing me, with his elbow propped on the pillow and resting his head in his palm. | remain 


reclined on my back, with my arms crossed under my head. 
| realize that, somewhere in the back of my mind, I'm wishing to remain like this, in this place, forever. In this 
bed, amazed and captivated by the sight of this man that now raises his hand to place it on my chest and 


make it travel slowly and warm over my sternum down to my abdomen. 


The shapes of his naked body, glittering surreal like it would be covered by a blue-silver aura, his warm and 


somehow understanding smile, all make me feel like something inside me is starting to wake up. 


"Don't worry, it happens," Christoph whispers to me. "You're just nervous. I'm a bit worried about tomorrow 


too," he adds on a confidential tone. "But don't tell the others," he grins. "Or is the knee bothering you again?" 
My knee? 
"What is that about tomorrow?" | ask on the same choked whisper. 


Christoph leans over me and places a soft, paternal kiss on my face, near the corner of my lips, as if saying: 


"Don't bother your pretty head with that!" 


‘Our D day," he adds as his hand caresses the shapes of my muscles on my abdomen. "Mmmmum.." he moans, 


amused, as he kisses along my jaw line. "I've always had a thing for a nice face covered with stubble," he 
laughs quietly and rubs his cheek against my neck and chin. "Though I'll be all red tomorrow," he chuckles, and 
embraces my Adam-apple with his lips sucking a bit on it, while his lank fingers sneak between my thighs. 
‘Mmmm, what do we have here?" He chuckles again, amused, as his back of the hand brushes along my 
awakening cock and on my balls. "Looks like you want to give me another chance," he adds and leans over my 


ripple to suck and play his tongue on it. 


| place one of my hands on the back of his head and run my fingers through his hair as he goes downward 
with the kisses, over my chest, my abdomen, my waist, at the same time shoving away, bit by bit, the corner 
of the bed sheet covering my groin 


| only moan, recline further and close my eyes, my entire being focusing on those warm touches on my hot 
skin; in the background | hear again that whooshing rhythmical sound, as if near our window there'd be this 


enormous asleep creature: Inhale, exhale.. 


This pair of lips encircles hot and wet the top of my erect cock, while Christoph's fingers play with my balls. | 
moan, with eyes closed, and both my hands caress his head, his neck and his shoulders for those few minutes 
as he is playing his lips along my stiffened member. Then, his mouth leaves it; | open my eyes again, as | feel 

him moving over me. He stretches to get something from the nightstand, then he leans above me; | open my 

mouth to receive this slow and delicate kiss of his. He chews gently on my lips and then sucks my tongue, as 

he rubs his thigh against my cock. | move a bit, trying to part my legs more, to feel more of his caress, but 
in that instant a sharp pain like icy lighting travels along my right leg. 


"Fuck!" | groan in his mouth, and tear my lips off the kiss, while my hand tries to grab that achy knee, but my 


fingers bump into metal strings. 

"Shit!" | hear his hiss as | groan again, startled: "What the fuck?!" 

| place my head on the pillow, again, waiting, with closed eyes, for the pain to go away. Christoph doesn't move; 
he remains above me, motionless, with his hands resting near each of my sides. Then he kisses the nape of my 
neck, and whispers in my ear: 


"lm sorry!" 


Its not your fault," I'm trying not to allow any moan of pain to resound in my voice. "Guess | shouldn't have 


tried to move my leg." 
He plants another kiss right below my earlobe. 
"Maybe | should leave you," he whispers. 


"No, it was okay," | reply. 


The ends of his black curls are falling right on my face skin, tickling me. 
"Hmmm," he emits and then we both burst into laughter. 


Then our lips meet again, as we start kissing again; | stretch out my arms until | feel the silky shapes of his 
thighs. So, that was what he was asking about, my knee... 


He detaches from the kiss, and puts his legs on either sides of my waist, then leans again over me. 
"What happened to my knee?" 
‘| will tell you later," he whispers, as he appears to uncap a small tube and pour the content on his palm. 


It's not like I'm so eager to find out right now, when there's better things to do for me, but how come he isn't 
surprised that | don't know? 


"| don't remember," | say as that slick and oily palm of his encircles my cock and starts stroking it, waking it 


back to life. 


"Don't worry, Till," he replies like he was talking about something really meaningless. "Right now, lim gonna sit on 
your cock and ride you like a horse from hell," he laughs, rubbing his thumb over the tip of my cock. "And 


you only close your eyes, lay back and enjoy it," he adds, and leans again over me to kiss me. 


Then he takes my palm in his oily hands, pours some lube, and guides my fingers between his thighs, over his 


Oss. 


‘Lube me, big guy," he says; he shakes his head to throw those curls away from his face, his hand getting 


back its place on my cock 
| obey, parting his legs even more, sneaking my finger inside him and lubing him. 


"And tomorrow we'll unleash the real Hell," he adds, straightening his back, allowing the moonlight to bathe all 


his nakedness. 
He rises a bit, and then he descends - allowing my cock to enter him as | hold it steady. 
"This is so fucking good, " he hisses, and starts to move slowly, up and down, on my cock. 


| clench my fingers over the stiff flesh of his thighs, his fingers clutching over my forearms. | want to get 
his cock to stroke it, but he doesn't allow me to. | feel my right leg sore and numb, but somehow, this pain 
only enhances the flashes of pleasure crossing my fibers. All | hear now is his panting uniting with my low 
moans; through my eyelashes | see his white glowing skin, his head leaned backward, his dark curls glittering 
and moving - this image of a naked witch riding her horse through the sky in a night with a silvery Moon 


crosses my mind. | push him even further onto my cock; | rather feel than hear his grunt of slight pain, but | 
continue to force him further on my cock, until this flame ignites itself inside me, rocketing me to the skies as 
| cum in him. And he stays motionless, until | release my last drop, and even after. | remain with closed eyes, 
trying to catch my breath. He moves a bit, pulling himself off my cock, and | feel his damp, hot forehead 
resting gently over mine. 

"Are you alright?" He asks voiceless, and | only nod, still with my eyes closed as I'm licking my dry lips. 

| wrap my arms around his body, slippery with sweat, and | squeeze him to my chest. We remain like that, 
listening in silence to that cadenced whooshing from outside. | really wish | knew what it was because for some 
reason unknown to me, it's giving me a weird feeling, like something unsettling and foretelling of bad things is 
trying to sneak into my heart each time | hear that massive breathing from outside. 

| should stand up and go take a look. But, what about the leg? 

Christoph kisses my neck then he rolls on his back, near me. 

"Want a cig?" he asks. 

"Yes," | answer, and look at him rising on his knees to search for the cigs on the nightstand. 

"What's that outside?" | ask, and in the same second an unexpected frozen shiver crosses my whole body. 
"That's the Beast," he mumbles sitting back on the bed and lighting a cig for me. 

Why is he acting like I'd be some helpless idiot? 

| take the cig from his fingers and drag the first smoke. 

Then he gets off the bed. 

"l'Il go clean myself a bit," he says and walks toward a door. 

"What happened to my knee?" | ask. 


He sighs and stops near the door. 


"You still can't remember, Till," he answers in a choked voice. "Maybe it's for the best," he adds, and opens the 


door. 


He turns on the light into what seems a bathroom, and remains motionless in the threshold, seeming to be 


thinking of something. 


"You will remember all, | guess," he starts again, but for whatever reason there's a heavy bitterness in his 


voice, thick and poisonous. 


| see his silhouette - a black slim shape on the jaundice background of the electric light pouring from the 


bathroom. An irrational fear starts crawling like an icy snake to my heart. 


"But | say you're very lucky not remembering anything," he whispers as | realize that | wish he wouldn't go in 
there, that l'm actually so frightened that he will leave me here, alone, helpless... 


"Don't worry," he says changing his tone and turning around. "I'm leaving the door open. You can talk to me if 
you want, but I'm not sure | will be able to hear you," he continues and | hear the taps being turned on, and 
water gurgling through pipes. "Also, | don't think you should talk too loud, the others want to sleep because 


tomorrow..." 


And his strand of words melts into the sounds of water hitting the walls of a tub or something. 
I'm still a bit annoyed, this cold claw of the fear is still squeezing my heart, no matter how much | tell myself 
that this is completely stupid, that l'm a grownup and | shouldn't have this childish angst of being abandoned. 


| rise on my elbow, looking for the ashtray. In the light from the bathroom, combined with the light from 
outside | see that it has very little furniture, this bed with the nightstand, a table with two chairs, and a slim, 
tall rack of shelves in a corner. The large windows have no curtains, nothing, allowing the moonlight to get in so 
generously. From here, from this bed, | can get to see a large portion of a clear blue sky filled with stars, like 


someone put his hand in a bag with diamond dust and scattered it over the dark, endless surface. 
| put out the cig; from the bathroom comes the sound of water and, from time to time, Christoph's voice, 


though | can't understand what he is saying. Probably isn't anything important; he's probably talking just to 


assure me that he's there, at only few steps away from me. Yet, how come I'm so frightened? 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 


Chapter 2 


| move to the edge of the bed, fighting with the leg that | can't bend due to the metallic structure around my 
knee. But | have to go there and to see, even though it's scaring me so much, melting all my insides and then 
turning them into ice - that sound of a huge animal - asleep, breathing in, breathing out - just near our 
window. 


To my surprise, | can stand up and walk. So, after all, 'm not completely crippled | walk slowly, limping, my leg 
being crossed from time to time by a flash of slight pain, but | get near the wide, opened window, and prop my 
elbows on the wooden frame. 


| am somewhere very, very high, at the last store of a building; down there, like under my feet | see a city 
fallen asleep, blinking its dim electric lights. | can even spot the tops of the trees, very, very low, down there. 
And all the streets are empty under the streetlights, the whole town is covered by silence, a silence so still 


that it seems to have paralyzed the sky with the moon on it. 


But | can still hear very clearly, very close, yet pretty far, at the same time, that whooshing sound: inhale, 


exhale... 


| turn my gaze a bit to my left, beyond the tall buildings, and, as | see it, its shape, the claw on my heart 


squeezes even harder, like trying to stop its, by now, chaotic spasm. 

| am telling myself that this is absurd, that | should get a grip on myself, that I'm too mature to react like 
that, but it's like something stronger than whatever | might be thinking is making me feel as if | am about to 
choke, and that | want to run away, screaming in horror, and hide, and, yet, | can't unglue my glare from it. It's 
like I'm hypnotized, frozen in horror, and, at the same time, seduced.. 


"IFs sleeping now, the fucking thing!" Christoph's growl near me makes my heart jump inside of me. 


| turn to him, alarmed. He's standing near me, naked, droplets of water shining like rivers of silver on his 


ivory-like skin. He's right, its so hot here tonight, and it's not worth it to wipe the water off his body. 
"What's that?" | ask in a dry voice, after I've swallowed the knot in my throat. 

“That is the Beast, Till," he says in the gentlest tone, as he stretches out his arm and cups his palm over my 
jaw to start caressing my face like an understanding mother. "That fucking thing and its servants did this to 
us. And to you," he whispers and he kisses me shortly, but sweet, on the lips. 


| look at him as he straightens his neck and tilts his head, as if to embrace more of me into his sight. 


"What did it do to us?" | murmur, like an idiot, staring at his face and feeling like | am going to lose my mind 


soon. 


Now, in the strong and harsh rays of the moon, | can see him properly; his face with boyish features, his 


nose - a bit too long, but sharp, his delicate lips, his blue left eye and that dead, nearly white right eye. 
"Want a ciggie?" he asks, and lights one before | can answer. 
Fuck! He smiles and he looks at me. He sees me, staring at him, stepping back frightened, breathless. 


"Here," he gives me the cig, and | take it out of reflex, fighting with myself to stop staring at him, at his face, 
at his dead eye. 


| can't though, even if this shiver streaming along my spine foretells something even more frightening about to 
happen. | throw a glance out the window - its gray shape of straight walls, with no windows and no break into 
what appears to be concrete, the immense gray towers with opened mouths toward the sky, the white clouds 


around those mouths, the lights around its massive shape, the Beast. 


‘Its asleep and snoring, don't you hear?" Christoph's voice resounds so far away from me as | seem to sink 


deeper into the cold pool of my own fear, into the danger of drowning in it. 


| still catch a glimpse of reality, his face as he is realizing that he is wrong. No, it is like that Beast is sending 
me certain vibes. | freeze, nearly paralyzed for a split of a second before that horrid sound starts to reap my 
brain. Its like a plane landing above my head; the noise is so big, threatening to liquefy my insides. | have no 
more body, thoughts nor feelings; | am only this huge pain, as if something is slowly peeling off the skin from 
my flesh, inch by inch. 


| don't hear him saying my name, | only see his lips moving, before he grabs me in his arms, squeezes me to 
his chest, and forces me to bury my face in the nape of his neck. His hands seem to try to cover me, to 
protect me from that howl and roar that's driving me insane, he shoves my head more, trying to cover my 
ears with his arms. And | cling onto him, like that sound would be trying to grab me by my ankles and drag me 
from here to those infernal mouths of that thing out there, those fire-spitting hungry mouths. 


| squeeze my eyes shut, burying myself deeper into his arms. Under my eyelids | see this silhouette - blond 
guy standing among the ruins, the reflections of flames from a fire near his feet, dancing over his slim frame 
and over the golden glitters of is long hair. | can't hear him talking, but | see his lips moving and | know what 


he is saying - "At one point you will figure it all out. It is all buried in your mind, somewhere." 


Then, this vision of Hell - that thing out there opening thousands of mouths made of cement; | can catch this 
glimpse: inside those mouths, fires of hell burning, hungry to devour. And this thing out there is feeding itself 
with millions of human corpses; it is feeding itself on human souls. It is feeding itself on fear, and despair, on 
everything that is tainted and rotten inside the human heart and mind. It is feeding itself on the sufferings of 
those that died of exhaustion, hunger and abuses in the Beast's forced labor camps and demented world. It 
eats their corpses along with the bodies of those murdered by its henchmen. 


"IFs all right, | am here, don't worry," my hearing picks the warm and comforting tone of Christoph's voice. "I 
won't let it do anything to you anymore. It cant reach you," he goes on, making me realize that infernal howling 
has stopped. "It probably just had a bad dream," Christoph keeps trying to calm me down. "It woke up, but now 
it is going back to sleep." 

| feel my mouth dry, and | am drained and shaking, unable to control myself. 


"That was the Beast?" | manage to ask. 


Christoph lifts my head gently to look at me for few seconds. Somehow, this time, the sight of his dead eye 


doesn't frighten me anymore. 

"Till?" He asks, cautious. 

"Yes?" | reply, straightening my back. 

He hesitates before speaking again 

"Yes, that was the Beast. Do you know who am |?" 


"You're Christoph. Did | lose my memory or something? That's why you're acting like that?" | ask, growing 
irritated by this whole situation 


He only steps back, lifts his forearm and licks a spot on his skin 

"What happened?" | ask. 

"Your cig burnt me," he explains. 

‘Oh, sorry," | say taking his hand and stretching his arm to take a look at that spot. 

‘It's okay," he whispers as | slowly caress the skin of his forearm with the tips of my fingers. 

| feel his entire being wincing under my touch, all the tiny hairs on his skin rising. | look at his face; he is 
smiling, so soothing and so comforting, and it is somehow melting away that claw clutch over my heart. But | 
need to know; my mind is blank, unbearably blank 

"How did that thing fuck up my knee, | don't get it," | say. 


"If it were only your knee," he sighs, walks over to the bed and sits on its edge. 


"It fucked up my mind too?" | ask limping my way to the bed too, to sit near Christoph. 


"Uh, huh," he emits, and lies in the bed. 


| reach out my hand and start caressing along his arm with the tips of my fingers. It's so hot that even 
touching feels so painful. 


"And your eye?" | ask. 
"And my eye," he confirms reclining better on his back. 


"l'm sorry," | whisper and | realize it only after I've done it - | lean over him and place a kiss on each of his 


eyelids. 
"It isn't your fault," his lips move voiceless under mine. 
Y P 


| lean above him, as my hand travels to his hipbone, to caress it, and to squeeze his ass before moving 
downward, along his thigh. 


"Ironically, if it wouldn't have happened, | don't think | would have been here with you, in your bed, like this," he 
whispers to the ceiling as l'm kissing his neck and moving down, onto his collar bone and chest. "But, if it were 
for me to decide, | would have chosen for you to be with your family and happy, even if that would mean for 


me not to be with you.” 


And he keeps talking as | kiss his flat abdomen and then place my lips over his now erect cock. His legs move 
slightly, smooth thigh rubbing against smooth thigh, his skin glowing in the blue-silver light. His voice and 
words transform into guttural panting, as l'm licking harder around that stiffened flesh. | cup my lips around 
the tip of his cock; my tongue licks it, teasing the slit. His hands tugging at my hair, his fibers tensing, tell me 
that | am doing exactly the right thing, and that he loves it. And | love it too, his flavor and his scent, the 
taste of him pouring on my tongue and in my throat as he cums. 


Then | rise to his level and lay in bed beside him. 
"I didn't know you could do that," he laughs quietly, turning on his side and looking at me. 
Strands of his hair are wet and stuck at his temples; | lift my hand and push them away. 


Ok, let's go to sleep. Big day tomorrow," he decides, and embraces my torso, snuggling against my chest in 
spite of this heat. My own skin is burning. 


"OK," | whisper, place a kiss over his hair, wet with sweat, and grab the opportunity to inhale its damp and 


warm scent. 
It is stillness again, and silence, except that sound of the Beast sleeping outside. Inhale, exhale... 


Christoph's breathing is becoming regulated too; he must be falling asleep. Good that he can; this heat, and this 


feeling of restlessness inside my soul are keeping me wide-awake. No, | can't sleep while that thing is out there, 
and it can grab me any time. No, | can't sleep, especially now, when he isn't awake to foresee any peril and to 
protect me. He is sinking into his sleep, leaving me here, in this place with.. 

"Till?" 

He sleepily grumbles against the bare skin of my chest. 

"Uh?" | emit like I'm shaken from my sleep. 

"Stop doing that," he mumbles like through sleep. 

"What?" | ask, and move a bit. 


My skin feels like it is boiling in its sweat on the parts where his arm, body and face press against my torso. 


"Just try to sleep, we are safe for now, and | am still here with you. | wouldn't leave you for anything,” he 


mumbles in the same voice and shifts a bit into my embrace. 


"OK," | mutter, knowing that, unfortunately, the stupid and irrational fear is still there. That feeling of being 
abandoned, that makes your eyes stingy, forcing you to squint and clench your jaws to swallow your anger and 
bitterness. 


"| mean it Till," | hear him again after few minutes. 

"I know," | mutter and again kiss his damp hair while | sense him sinking in his sleep, leaving me here with my 
fear and my confusion, the moon shining like a sun outside and that thing - the Beast - sleeping and breathing 
rhythmically, inhale, exhale.. 

"IF is in you, somewhere buried in your mind," | hear the words again 

| open up my eyes again, frightened. 

No, | can't sleep, | decide. | sneak out of the bed, clumsy, making too much noise for trying not to wake 
Christoph as I'm fighting with my crippled leg. | wander around the room, touching the furniture until | find 
something that could be my pants. | put them on, a real struggle. Then | pick the cigarette pack from the 


nightstand and light one. 


Christoph appears to be sound asleep, his bare skin looking like silver silk glowing dimly in the moonlight. He rolls 
onto his other side, but he doesn't wake up. 


| remain motionless, watching, bewitched, the lines of his muscles around his spine on his bare back, the shape 


of his leg bent over all the sheets tucked under his knee. No wonder l'm his lover in this world. 


There's another door, opposite to the one to the bathroom. | walk over to it, and open it. | can't see much, 
more like a hall sunk in darkness, only a thin yellow line on the floor that | figure must be the electric light 


turned on in another room. 
| close the door to our room behind me and | sink slowly, limping, into the darkness. 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 


Chapter 3 


"Daddy, will you read me a story?" 
"Nele?" 

"What?" 

The girl shrugs 

"Youre a teenager.. Its not lke the.." 

"Do you thnk that only little chidren Ike stories, dad?" 


Hm, she has a point. Yet, this is making me feel embarrassed. She's almost a woman, shes. 
But she stil is a child, someone's child, my child. So, guess Im still on the other side, the adults’ side, as far as she's 
concerned Im supposed to be the one that knows better, the one able to carry on all the battles for her. 


Why, then, is everything around me, including this book Im holding in my lap, growing bigger, bigger than myself? And 
this old book with a thick black cover and pages rusted with time is pressing painfully on my legs. Everything is now 
foo heavy for me to hold, to endure. 


"Cmon, read for me!" She says, looking at me with crystal pure eyes, my eyes. "Please," she adds with a whisper. 
| sigh and make the effort to open the huge book. How did it get in my hands anyway? 


| turn the cover to the first page and a huge picture, a picture of an old painting, welcomes me. And such a weird 
painting. At first it looks like a Flemish School painting, more like "The Syndics of the Clothmakers' Guild". Six men - 
two men sitting on chairs, two standing between the chairs, a fifth one standing behind one of the sat mens chair 
and the sixth, near a wall, behind the other one sitting But when I take a closer look, | see that the characters 
resemble more Breugel's style than Rembrandts, and their clothing is definitely not seventeenth century style. The 
six men in this painting wear more like eighteenth century clothing, their white faces have scary dark makeup. One 
of those sitting is actually on an electric chair, as the one between hm and the wall is pulling down the lever for 
the execution to start One of those standing between the chairs is holding a horn; while the other, if | look 
carefully, seems to be hanging by the neck 

This doesnt look like a book of fairy-tales for children 


Í turn this page fast, not wanting fo let my little girl see such atrocities. But this next page is. blank, empty, pure, 
and untouched by print. Must be some mistake. 


So, | turn it. The third page - yellowish, old paper, but stil empty. And so is the fourth 


‘ can't read from this book, there's nothing written here!" | say, surprised, but happy that now | have the perfect 
excuse for not reading kiddies stories to my teenage daughter. 


"Well, first a story has fo be invented and told, so it can be written later," my teenage daughter explains to me 
Ike fo her five year old little brother. 


"Hm!" | emit, trying not to get angry for being patronized by my own child 

Now she's asking for too much from me, | have fo come up with a story for her. 

"Please, dad, the story." She is losing her patience. 

Well, damn, | have no idea Im too old fo even remember the fairy-tales | was fold in my childhood! 
"Daddy?" 

Oh, all right," | sigh, my mind searching for an idea for a story. 

| cant disappoint my own child, | can’t show her that Im not that perfect daddy she thinks Id be. 
She smiles; she reclines lower on her side, placing her palms under her temple, looking at me with big eyes, like her 
eyes would be another pair of ears ready fo sp each and every word from my lps. 

So, | better start this story Im struggling so hard to come up with 

"Well. there was.." 


"No," she interrupts me. ‘It's with once upon a time.." 


l stare at her for a bit, motionless; | exhale loudly, and then turn my glare over the blank page of this book Im 
holding 


"Good then," | mutter. "Once upon a time there was.” 
| freeze, stunned 
"What?" she whispers. 


My hands are shaking and Im about to drop the book as my eyes follow these letters starting fo appear, one by 
one, lke they'd be written by an invisible hand on the page Im staring at 


The girl lifts her head to fake a glimpse at what seems fo amaze me that much. 


‘ft writes, Once upon a time there was.” | mumble like dumbstruck 


"Yeah, because you started to fell the story," she explains lke it would be the most natural thing happening. Then 
she lays her head back on her palms, her face propped against my shoulder. 


"This is getting weirder with each second," | mutter under my breath, 

"What?" 

"Nothing. Where were we?" 

‘Once upon a time.." she says, smiling, throwing me one of those expecting glances of hers. 
‘Right... So, it was in this land so far, far away.." 

"Where?" 


‘Uhm... in the North" | reply absent mindedly, focusing, amused by now, on the letters in black ink, in an old style, 


appearing one by one as Im pronouncing them. 


‘People were living happy lives," | continue. "They weren't too rich, they had to work hard for what they had, but 
there was peace, and they were good hearted men and women, helping each other and just being happy.. 


‘But, then, one day, this mean dragon, jealous of their happiness, came along to their land in the North. And this 
Beast stole the Sun So, the whole place was now left in darkness. It got so cold that everything was covered in ice 
and snow, trees lost their leaves, the fields once full of crops." 

‘Like an atomic winter?" 

| twist my head and look at her breathless. Kids today! 

| shake my head slowly, in disbelief; and turn back to my book. 

"Yes, like during an atomic winter," | mutter, a bit annoyed 

‘So, what did the people do?" 

Í sigh loudly: 

"They.. Many tried to fight the dragon and to get the Sun back on the firmament. But they all failed And many 
knights and warriors came from their own countries, to that land, to fight the dragon, also, but they were 


defeated, one after another by that horrible Beast." 


Killed?" 


‘Most of them, yes! So, soon, on that island, where the dragon was hiding with the Sun foo, all the ground was 
covered by human bones; weapons were rusting between the fleshless remains of those that used to handle them, 
spears, bows, and so on.. Ships, mighty battle vessels, drakkars, were rotting and sinking along the abrupt and icy 
shores of that piece of land lost in the ocean." 


The girl brings her body closer to me, like she's horrified by those images depicted by my words, and now she's 
asking for her father to protect her against them. 


"So," | go on, "one day, these six knights.." 
"Troubadours," she adds. 


stop talking for a bit to look at the letters, my own words, as they are getting written on the page, and now 
they are reaching the bottom of the paper. 


"They thought they should try their luck too, to rescue the Sun from that dragon. So, they all embarked on a shp 
and started sailing up North. They sailed through the cold and covered with ice waters, until they reached the island 


where the dragon was" 

"Daddy?!" 

"What" 

"Youre rushing up the story." 

I look at her, irritated | do have better things to do, you know, Ittle gill Adults stuffi 

"Arent they supposed to get through adventures on their way to that island? To test their bravery and to prove 
that they are the ones able to carry on this job? To fight evil creatures, to get caught n very dangerous 
situations and so on?" She lectures me. 

at 

Now I need a cig Badly! 

'Besides," she continues "You have to turn the page, this one is all written" 

I frown, crook my Ips and then sigh 


What a father wouldn't do for his child.. 


so, | put my finger over the narrow sharp edge of the paper, side it under its thinness and begin to slowly turn 
the page... 


Its time," | hear near my ear. 
Huh? 


| open my eyes and realize how hot it is. How early in the morning it is. A bright, and almost blinding sunny 
day. | smell fresh coffee, and | hear voices, human voices - men And a radio or something yapping on a 
crooked voice somewhere in another room. | ‘m in bed, laid on my abdomen, with my arms under me, and my 


face buried in the pillow. 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter 4 


A pair of lips kisses my bare shoulder. | close my eyes back. Go away, leave me alone! 


"Is his morning grouchiness waking up this century?" | hear from a different room, followed by some not really 


distinguishable comments and some laughter. 


"He can hear you, You know!" | recognize Christoph's voice muttering near me. "C'mon Till, we have a big day 
today, ahead of us," he pleas and | feel his lips kissing my neck, this time. 


| open my eyes again, and turn around slowly, on my back, until my gaze meets his face. | have this sudden 


movement of backing away from him, but | freeze. 
"What the fuck..2" 

"did | do to my hair?" He grins. 

"Yes." | whisper, stunned. 


His long curly hair is gone, the sides and the back of his head are shaved now, and, with this short, black 
Mohawk and his white eye he looks so ruthless, so fierce. 


Why? 
"Well, at least it's good that you remember how | looked before," he mutters and pats my arm. "C'mon big guy, 
time to get out of bed," he adds, standing up and trying to get my hands, probably, to help me stand too, but | 


push his arms away with a brutal gesture. 


He hesitates; he looks at me, startled, like my refusal would have hurt his feelings. | look back at him - he's 


wearing an impeccable white shirt and black pants. 
But | can stand by myself; | don't need a nanny or a nurse. 


"This is absurd!" | mutter moving to the edge of the bed. 


The voices, the radio, the sounds of objects moved around, this heat - all irritate me extremely, and more, 


they make me unable to concentrate. 
| push myself, in an attempt to stand, but | fail. Christoph rushes to help me but | push him away. 


"Let me the fuck alone!" | growl. 


| wish they would all get quiet so | could hear, so | could know... 

They're in you, somewhere in your mind. 

The words resound among my thoughts. 

Wish | know what that thing out there, that Beast, is doing. 

"You never seem to forget how to be grouchy in the mornings," Christoph sneers. "Guess there's still hope to 
recover," he adds and steps back, crossing his arms over his chest and remains there to look at me and at 
my attempts to stand up. 

"Fuck this leg! Fuck this memory loss!" | curse under my breath as | finally manage to stand. 

My right leg feels numb and stiff, like a useless dried branch. | walk over the bathroom door, then | turn to 
see him, to tell him that.. But he's gone already. I'm alone in this room with walls covered by an ancient 
wallpaper, turned brown by time, with holes, here and there. The furniture seems just as old and worn out. 

| turn back and open the door. 

He's right, I'm thinking, as | get in that room with its walls and floor covered by broken old green tiles, but | 
can't control it, this anger. | step in the shower, turn on the tap and listen to the water making those gurgling 


noises along the old pipes. 


But | shouldn't have been such an ass, | go on with my thoughts, watching the water, brownish with rust at 
the beginning, then turning clear after a few minutes. 


What the fuck did he mean with our big day, our D day? | keep asking myself, as I'm going through all this 


morning ritual. 

Why did he do that to his hair? | ask myself while I'm looking at my face in the mirror. 

I'd need some shaving, but | can't be bothered. 

After a while | get out, limping through the bedroom, looking for my cigs. | take one and light it, then walk over 
to the table. On one of the chairs there is a brand new suit, with white shirt and all. | pick the shirt and look 
at it, wondering if it is for me or.. 

"Don't think it's a good ideal” This voice makes me twist my head. 

There's Richard, standing in the threshold of the door to that hallway. He is wearing a black suit too, with 


white shirt, but no tie. His black hair all spiky, his unshaved face giving him the same ruthless allure that 
Christoph has. 


"First you should get your hair done and then dress up," he says, stepping in the room. 


| would ask him what the fuck is he rambling about, but | just give up. | only squint at him, at how he stands 
there, with that half smoked cig in the corner of his mouth. 


"Sit," he says, approaching me. 

| look at him once again; then | notice his left hand, the black leather glove. 
"Did the Beast do that to you?" | ask pointing to his hand. 

"Yup," he replies patiently. 


Why do | have the feeling that he has answered this question of mine almost every day? And that I've been 
asking the same questions almost daily, | asked Christoph, | asked Richard, | asked..? 


"The others are here?" | ask sitting on the other chair near the table. 

| notice on the table the scissors, the comb, and the electric razor. 

"Yup," replies Richard, just as undisturbed, getting behind me and placing this towel over my shoulders. 
At that point Christoph walks in with my coffee and places it on the table near me. 


"What are you going to do to my hair?" | ask Richard, but looking at Christoph as he brings a wooden chair 
from under the table, sits on it in front of me, and helps me place my damaged right leg on his lap. 


Ahhhh, this feels a lot better. 
"Your Mohawk, Till," comes Richard's answer from behind me, and | feel his hands arranging my hair. 


| look at Christoph; he smiles back at me, like he wouldn't be angry at me at all for telling him off minutes ago. 
His hands are massaging my aching leg with lank fingers. 


"Did | agree with this?" | ask, and | sense Richard's hands freezing. 
Christoph's facial expression changes into astonishment, and he looks up, at Richard. 
"What's the problem?" - The new voice addresses me. 


Flake. He is wearing a black suit with white shirt, too, his black hair is spiky like Richard's. 


"It was your idea," explains Richard behind me, putting out his cig in the ashtray. "If you don't want it, | won't 
do it." 


| look at Flake, first, then, at Christoph, both nod, confirming that this was my idea 

"God knows what other stupid ideas I've come up with and you're going to apply them," | sigh. 
"Watch out, he is getting his memory back," comes a chuckle as Olli is entering the room. 
Again, black suit, white shirt, but he is wearing a Mohawk, just like Christoph. 

Well, after all, isn't it all buried into my mind, like that guy told me? 


"You just don't remember things, Till. That doesn't mean that you're irresponsible," Flake is trying to calm me 
down. "It doesn't make you stupid or something like that," he adds. 


"What are we going to do, today?" | ask Christoph, suddenly, fixing his eyes with my glare. 

Everything goes quiet in the room, for few seconds. | spot Paul sneaking in, more silent than a cat. | follow his 
figure with my glance as he retreats into a corner; he doesn't want to intervene, he doesn't want to miss 
anything, either. He rests his back against one of the walls; he crosses his hands over his chest, and bows his 
head. That's when | see them, stretching above his left eyebrow, over his left temple, and down, along his left 
cheek bone to his jaw - the scars, the testimony of some severe burnings. 


Then, the sound of Richard's lighter as he lights another cig. 


"We are going to fight that fucken thing out there," explains Olli. "We will get its attention We will get the 


world's attention, and make them all listen, for once. We are starting a war." 
"Is that my idea, too?" | ask, still looking only at Christoph. 

"Sort of," Flake answers for him, and then leaves the room. 

Christoph's warm palm lands gently on the skin of my leg. 

"We can't wait anymore, Till. Who knows when you'll recover?" 


| bow my head and look at the steel wires going from my knee to my foot. Something, like a long time 
forgotten song floats in my mind. 


"Red rose," | find myself whispering. "Deep waters aren't still.” 


"What was that?" 


| look again at Christoph. 

"Yeah, ok, let's go with it! | say, and | incline my head again. | squint my eyes, anticipating those hypnotizing 
touches. | think that for some reason | am not surprised by anything that has been going on since last night, 
and that | should be, but | seem not to be able to. 


| hear some sighs of relief, and the steps of those leaving the room. Richard starts working back on my hair, 


as Christoph is caressing and massaging my leg. 

"There was this fairy-tale," | say in a low voice. "About that princess that wounds her finger on a rose thorn" 
"What are you talking about?" Richard asks as he is cutting my hair. 

| don't answer, my eyes being like hypnotized by the movements of Christoph's hands massaging my leg. 


Why is that fairy-tale bothering me so much, like a needle stuck on the back of my head? Who was | telling 
this story to, almost every night? 


"| used to know all these kiddies tales. So many fairy-tales, more than anyone one else." 
"What?" 

"What?" | ask, too. 

"You were mumbling to yourself,” Richard answers. 

"| was thinking. Out loud, | guess." 

"Fair enough." 

Christoph stands up and places my leg on the wooden stool. 

| remain silent, staring at the floor; wooden tiles, so old that they turned almost gray. 
Richard turns on the shaving machine. Its buzz sounds so soothing and relaxing to me. 
They were right. It was my ideal 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 


Chapter 5 


They were talking about if, daily. And | could hear them, from my corner, where | would sit motionless, staring at 
some invisible image, as if | were unplugged from this world They were planning it with so much passion But they 
were talking using this coded language, because, everyone knows, isn’t it?, in this world ceilings and walls can hear, 
they have ears. Somehow, though, it reached through to me, to that corner where | was sitting lke a broken 


machine. 
"HI be wearing a Mohawk," they heard my deep pitched voice. 


And they all jumped to their feet. Olli burst into laughter, his usual reaction For a young one lke him everything 


seems amusing 
But Christoph, as always, was taking me very serious, so he asked: "Why, Till?" 


"Cause | dont want fo look like one of this Beasts slaves, all look the same, all dress the same, doing the same 
things, thinking the same thoughts, stanching of the same fear," | said without looking at them. 


"k he back with us?" Flake asked 
"E he gets a Mohawk, Il get one too," stated Olli 


Of course he would say that. He was already wearing that goatee just because it didn't fit the standard looks 
required by the morals of the regime. The Beasts regme. 


* 
The buzzing of the shaving machine stops. Richard brushes away the hair off my skull, and his touch pulls me 
out from this suite of images, bringing me back to reality. 


| reach out and get another cig. Richard puts the machine on the table, as | light my cig. 

"Listen, Till," he starts on that indifferent tone of his. "I know that you hate to see yourself that helpless, and 
that Christoph might get too protective some times, but it is due to him that you progressed that much. | 
don't think any of us would have had that much patience as he had with you. | don't say that you should 
praise him, he is happy with what he gets now from you, anyway. But you shouldn't tell him off like you did 
this morning.” 

| move my right leg; it got numb from standing like that, on that wooden stool. 


From the rest of the house | pick voices, conversations, and laughs, that radio.. 


"Whose house is this?" | ask. 


"Flake's," replies Richard. 


| lift my hand and touch the shaved half of my skull. It feels funny. Then | freeze as if thunderstruck: 
‘Sometimes | envy you," said to me Richard, one day. "Ironically, you are the most privileged; you don’t realize this 
shit we're in, youre the most taken care of, and, on top of all, you get to get laid regularly." 


Who was | telling all those fairy-tales to? | find myself wondering. | think that some were my inventions, 
inspired by the old masters. | used to write them down, 


| might be the one who has found where they've sent you, and brought you here, but he is the only one who 
really took care of you. If it weren't for him, probably | would have lost any hope and sent you back to the 
funny farm. So, please, humor me and don't be an ass with him," Richard continues behind me; then, the 


buzzing of the shaving machine follows his words. 


His hand pushes my head gently on the side as he adds: "Even if you won't remember any of this tomorrow. If 
there will be any tomorrow...” 


But | don't react. It is as if the moment he turned on the shaving machine, he turned on that machine that 


makes all these images spin in front of my eyes. 


These walls with scorched paint turned brownish from dirt and time, these walls were the guardians of our litte 
world. They would have been there, some standing because there wasn't enough room and not enough chairs either. 
Olli would always sit on the thick with dirt, brown thing that we called a carpet. Richard would be always sitting on 
a chair, drinking cheep booze and smoking his cig. | would always sit somewhere apart of them, motionless, staring at 


the walls as if | were watching some image show displayed there. 


İt was always when we ate. They would have put all the money they had and went to buy food and then they 
were eating the stuff straight from its paper wrapping or tin can. They wouldnt bother to even slice the bread, 
each would break a piece of it using his fingers. t was lke we were camping and having all those camping talks. It 
was always then when they were planning it. 


They were talking around me, with me - | was like a vegetable. But | guess | wasn't lost for good, there must have 
been Ike a recording device in my head, and now it started fo play, showing me all those images. The images of me 
sitting at the border of consciousness and unconsciousness and Christoph around me telling me how | disappeared 
and Richard went after me. Richard searched for me everywhere, and he didnt give up even when he was told 
that they finally took me and they probably will never let me out; they will either kill me or send me fo prison for 


many year: S. 


Richard knew very well how it was lke with them, he was the first one of the two of us to deal with them. But 
when they released him, he knew at least what planet he was living on On the other hand, | was doing things 
regarded as worse and more dangerous to the Beasts regime, my voice being heard louder - my thoughts and my 
protests getting to reach so many. So, Christoph was making this supposition, they thought enough was enough; | 


went too far, got too much attention upon me, it was time fo be silenced And, | was silenced Richard found me in 


some hospital, in this state lke a vegetable, not speaking, not reacting, and not even moving 


But, Christoph was going on with his story as | was staring at a turned off TV, Richard was never the man to give 
up; he took me and brought me here, in this apartment which Flake was already sharing with the rest of the guys 


The official version - | was a victim of a hit and run accident on the road near the village | was living in Thats 
how | hit my head and got my knee smashed. And the one who caused the accident, fearing that he might get 
caught, dragged my body into the bushes near the road, and | laid there for a while. Thats how they were 
explaining the fact that | was missing for days. But Richard has been there; he got through the same thing to know 
better, to go beyond their lies. And Christoph knew it too, because, at one point they took him too. 

‘But they got nothing but suspicions," Christoph was adding too, but not going further with the explanations. 

Ceilings can hear, and the walls can listen He couldnt talk about certain things, thus incriminating himself. 


"Why didn't they make it as an attempted robbery, that would have been a believable explanation and would have 


covered more and better." 
Christoph was talking again in his half-code, half normal language. Did he know that all of that will be "recorded" in 
my mind, or was he talking just to make some sound, fo hide from himself that he was stuck with someone whose 


brain was in the same state of a mashed potatoes? 


"They said she took the children and ran away from me, and | was upset so | got drunk and that's why | had 


the accident on that country lane." 

"Are you talking to yourself, again?" Richard rather states than asks. 

| just mumble incoherently, too angry to answer. But | guess it is equal to him, whether | answer or not. 
"Ok, let's see you, pretty boy," Richard says and comes in front of me. 

He puts his fingers under my chin and lifts my head. 

"Yup, its even. Now, let's give you a nice Mohawk," he adds and gets his creams and sprays ready. 


| look straight into his blue eyes, as he is in front of me, standing with his knees a bit bent to have his face 


at my face's level. | just realized And that thought made me shiver in horror. 
"What is it, Till?" He asks. "Are you still having second thoughts?" 


"Are people going to die today?" | ask him. 


He takes the cig from the ashtray and drags a smoke from it. 
"Probably," he replies on that lacking of any inflection tone of his. 
"Us, too?" 


"We might, as well," he answers on the same distracted tone, as he is more focused upon arranging my hair. 
"Flake, for sure will." 


"What?" 
| back my head and push Richard with my hand. 
Richard sighs. 


"Till, these things have been discussed and decided long ago," he says and reaches out to start arranging my 
hair again, but | push his hands away. 


"He already accepted it," Richard replies. "He is more than happy to do it. Someone has to, we have to reach 
far in order to make ourselves heard. And once we got their attention upon us, they won't dare to do us any 
harm. Especially when the whole world will be watching us. That's what you said." 

"Did | say that one of us has to die?" 

"You said that you'd give your life for." 

"Is everything ok?" 

Christoph enters the room. 

| bow my head and Richard starts arranging my hair again. 


"Olli is bringing the limo," Christoph announces. 


| don't see him, | only hear him walking around the room, while Richard is doing his job. None of us says a 


word. But | know. | am beginning to know it all. 


At the beginning | wasn’t talking at all | was inert lke any other object. | needed someone to watch me over 24 
hours of 24 hours. At first it was Richard, who didn't want to bother other people to watch me for him. What 


makes a man to devote himself like that to someone? 


But, little by little, the others started helping him with this, because, naturally, he wasn't able to be there, near me, 
non-stop. And, while some did a good job and others a not so good job, Christoph seemed to be the best at it He 


didn't mind to get to spend more and more time fo take care of me, although it wasn’t an easy task at all 
There were the seizures and the fits. Fever, crying, yelling; fighting those demons that were haunting my demented 
brain. Christoph used to joke that it was lke watching a newborn, except this newborn didn't seem to want fo grow. 


Interesting comparison, since he is the only one who never had children 


But his efforts paid off; | started to get responsive, | started to grab a few minutes of reality and live in if, more 


and more often, until it became a daily thing 

"Ok, here he is. | made him beautiful for you," Richard says and steps away, to allow Christoph to take a look. 
"He already was," Christoph replies and stops in front of me. 

He smiles, warm and affectionate, leans over me, and plants a dry kiss above my eyebrow. 

"Ok, ok, guys, | didn't come here for you to make my guts turn upside down," Richard mumbles. 

"You're jealous," Christoph smirks and looks at me. 

He must sense something, because he asks: "What's wrong?" 


| don't answer. 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter 6 


Christoph turns around asking Richard: "What happened?" 

Richard stops right near the door, as he was about to leave. 

"Mama hawk getting nasty again because her baby is iffy," he mumbles and lights himself a cig. 

That's when | notice the nails on his healthy hand; they are painted with white nail polish. 

"Richard?" 

"He asked about Flake, again," explains Richard. 

"Shit!" 

"Flake!" Richard calls for him. 

"What?" | hear from the other room. 

"Come here and explain to Till about what you'll do and why. Again" 

"| got tired of it," comes the reply from the other room. 

‘Maybe we should call it all off," Christoph says, pacing nervously through the room. 

"Too late, | already got the car. 

Olli enters the room. 

"You can return the car," sighs Christoph sitting on the bed. 

"You mean | knew about Flake, and all this stuff?" | ask. 

"Yes," comes the voice of Flake himself as he gets in the room too. "Look, you guys all went through all the 
sufferings, the Beast tried to break you, you had been through so much. My life was quiet and comfortable. 
Well, as comfortable as it can be in this situation, but nobody hunted me down, nobody killed my family. 
"Look at you. All of you are scarred, in a way or another. | always had it easy, the education, the job, and the 


house. | saw all the atrocities happening near me, but I've ignored them. | knew what was going on, but I've 


never made a stand. I've always played safe, and never took a risk. And you are the lucky ones, because you 


survived. But what about all those that were killed by this Beast? 


Till, you used to say that the only way to make people realize what is happening, the only way for those who 
were killed to get heard and known is through us. Or something similar, Olli knows your writings by heart. 
| do have a conscience, Till, how can | live when others are slaughtered by this demon?" 


| struggle with my crippled leg and | stand up. Something like a headache is compressing over my skull. 


Suddenly | know it: | used to write. Between those baskets | was weaving for a living, | was writing against the 


Beast, | was trying to wake people's consciences up and calling them to fight with the oppressor. 

‘| want to get dressed, now!" | growl. 

This flash that just crossed my mind triggering all this wave of images, sounds, feelings.. 

They all leave the room, one by one, without a word, except Christoph. 

| look straight into his eyes. And he looks back at me. 

"You're not feeling well, he states and steps toward me, but | wave my hand as if saying: "Stay there!" 
"We're not calling it off," | reply, instead. "Even if | don't agree for him to get killed” 


Christoph picks the clothes and gets near me to help me dress. | feel like there's this iron circle compressing 
my head, while my mind is flooded by all these images. At least they are coherent, not like all those horrid and 
painful images that were playing in my head when | was having the seizures. / didn’t know what they meant, but 
/ was so scared and so angry, in the same time, that | was literally fighting with those that damaged me. | was 
hitting them, not realizing that in fact | was punching, in most of the cases, Christoph’s face and kicking his body, as 
he was trying fo calm me down And, again, usually, Richard was the one helping him to deal with me, but Christoph 
was the one ending up with swollen lps, bruises and blackened eyes. 


The next day | was looking at him wondering what happened And he would smile and tell me that some punks 
picked on him on the street. It worked every time, because, isn’t it, by the next time this happened again, | would 
have forgotten about the previous occurrences of this sort. 

One time, though, since there wasnt anyone to help him deal with this raging bull | turned into, for the few minutes 
as the seizure would last, he didn’t have any other solution except fo squeeze me in his arms, in a tight embrace, 
and, as | was shouting louder and louder, he tried fo silence me with his own mouth, with a kiss For the first time 
he really managed to beat if, this state | was brought into, because | calmed down, and answered to his kiss and his 
touches. 


That's how they got hm - he committed the crime of having other preferences than the normal people. They 
didn't have any real proofs that he was running an entire illegal network, so they picked on his sexual preferences 
fo hold him for few years and try to squeeze any information they could. He wasnt the head of that network, 
but an important part of it. Anything that was rated as illegal and undesirable by the regime one could find through 
this network. They would make connection with the outside world, they would spread around dangerous stuff like 


my writings, things that one could get arrested for only keeping it into their house. 


Now he is crouched at my feet, tying my shoelaces, an operation that | can't do with these wires holding my 
leg. | start buttoning my shirt. 


"You know what they did to him, among other things?" Richard told me once, in again one of those moments when 
he was telling me things meant to not be heard by anyone else. "They put this huge guy with him in his cell, who 
fucked the shit out of him. But one day, he offered to suck him, and since that day, that huge fellow can't use his 
prick except for peeing" Richard was extremely amused by this. The things people tell when they think you cant 
hear them. | bet they thought that Christoph would give in easily, ike the pansy he is, right? Well, | guess they were 


wrong, 


Once finished, he stands up, hesitating in front of me for few seconds. | can read pre-occupation on his face, 


his eyebrows a bit furrowed; with that eye and his new haircut he looks ferocious. 


"Hey," | whisper, catching his attention. "You're so good with me," | say, and the corner of his mouth starts 
rising a bit, into a smile. It looks a bit unnatural on him now, but | like him better this way. 


| stretch my neck and place a soft kiss on his thin lips. His smile grows wider, and then he responds to my kiss. 
We detach from the kiss and remain still, my forehead resting against his. 


"Let us die holding hands.." he whispers. 

That song he used to sing to me, to calm me down from my seizures. Our song, as he called it. 

Did those years of hard labor in prison make him that strong and that patient? Every day, answering the 
same questions from me, explaining each time to me who | was, who he was, who the others were, every day 


putting up with this senseless and insane routine. 


"| think we shouldn't make the others wait too long," he says, and starts helping me with my bowtie. Then he 
helps me with the coat. 


Should | tell him I'm starting to remember, or | shouldn't give him vain hopes? In the last months | started to 
get more comected with the reality, | was able to think logical and coherent, but that was only for the 
respective day. The next day, all started from the very beginning - | had to be told about all those things | 


was explained the previous day. 


"Your cane," Christoph says giving me the walking stick; a nice piece actually, with a silver dead man's skull on 


the top, something to fit more Richard's taste for drama. 
Then, he stops in front of me to look at me for a few seconds. 


"We should go," | tell him and he nods, agreeing. 


He opens the door and we get out of the room. He walks slowly waiting for me, until we enter a larger room. 


The others are there, drinking and smoking; | see guns; and a big rounded thing, a bomb. 
"Is everything set up, gentlemen?" Richard asks. 
Some say "yes", others nod. 


Then he turns at me, like asking my approval. | nod as in: "Go ahead!" A ferocious, and full of hatred, grin rises 


on his face. 
"Let's go!" 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter 1 


Our "limo" proves to be a funeral car. Olli and | sit in the front, the others, in the back, where usually the 


coffins are placed. 

"Your sun glasses," Olli says. 

| take them and put them on as he starts the engine. He drives through the streets of the city - old gray 
buildings aligned one after another, so tall seeming to crush you, the viewer, as you are this dot looking up, 


from their feet, along their endless silhouettes pointing toward the skies. 


| used to have a house in the country," | hear myself mumbling as in my mind glimpses the image of that 


small house, among fields that were covered by colorful flowers. 


Red poppy, that's how they were called There used to be a small wood nearby, and a river, with water icy cold 
even in the hottest day of the summer. 


"| haven't been much in the country, I'm a city boy," Olli laughs warmly. 
"It was nicer than here," | state. 

"Are you starting to remember things?" He asks, amused 

"Shhh, don't tell anyone," | reply and he laughs. 

This image crosses my thoughts like a flash - he has a big tattoo on his chest, a target: 
| rub my forehead; this heat, all the images, it is too much for me, too much. 

"It was stuffed with those papers," | say out loud 

"What was?" Olli asks. 

"My papers!" 

"| know that Richard recovered most of them," he tells me. 

"Oh, did he?" 

"Uh, huh? 


For a second l'm crossed by the acknowledgement of these new possibilities opening now, that my original 


writings are somewhere, in a sate place. 

"When you come to think that | was only a basket-weaver," | laugh bitterly. 

"No, Till, you were more. And you still are." 

| look at him wondering why is he acting like this, as if he'd venerate me like a fucking god or something. 
"No, the papers were," | whisper. 


Thats why they wanted me. That's what they were after. All my revolt, my hatred and pain spilled on the paper. 
My thoughts. My soul. Me. 


"How come this is our limo?" | ask, trying to change the topic, not to go there. 


| feel my heart freezing inside me. | worked so hard to keep myself away from that. Careful, Till, we don't want 


to get there. 


"| work for that funeral house. So | stole the car. We need transport," Olli laughs. "Well, | worked, to be 


correct." 

"Why are you into this?" | want to know. 

He is so young, the youngest one from us. 

"Well, they took my parents and other members of my family," he explains patiently. 

Probably | asked him a thousand times before about what happened to him, why was he with us. 

"Then, | realized l'm a target. Actually they can use us all as target practice. We are so vulnerable in front of 
them. Also, | want the world to know that they do not scare me. That's why | even tattooed on myself, for 
them, the target where to shoot their bullets in me. And, the third, but not the last reason, 

because | want to be constantly reminded of what they did to me. So I'll never forget" 

"Who would forget?" | ask distracted. 


"You did," he replies. 


Yes, | did. It was like each day when | was waking up my mind was a blank page, and what was written on it 


during that day, it would get wiped off during the night. 


"Christoph used to say that this was a blessing." 


"What was?" Olli asks. 
"That | can't remember. But, | guess, in a way, he is right." 


Who would want to remember those empty square rooms, sometimes almost completely dark, except that 
bright light lamp they were putting into my eyes? Who would want to remember the beatings and the abuses? 
Who would want to remember the way they were questioning me, same things - on and on, for long days in a 


row? 


They wanted to know where | had stashed my writings, with whom was | collaborating for spreading them, who was 
helping me, and so on. And because | was refusing to fell anything, they were coming up with all these wicked ideas 
of tortures Who would want to remember that? 

So | locked them all in my mind and I threw away the key. 


| look again at Olli. They didn't get him yet, but his soul is already tainted He used to be a shy kid, now he is 


sometimes almost driving us crazy with his constant chatter. 

"I think that its a blessing to have Christoph by your side," Olli says without looking at me. 

| watch him, wondering if he is making fun of me, or if he is being serious. None of them, but no one, ever 
commented about what was going on between Christoph and me. | guess in a way it felt as a natural 
consequence of the way things were going, the fact that he was near me almost all the time, taking care of 


me and nursing me. 


It wasn't like anyone made a great announcement, but those too-familiar and intimate gestures between us, 


even if not too obvious, couldn't go unnoticed. But not one of them said even a single thing about that. 
Except Richard, and his hints, his way of teasing Christoph, in a more or less subtle way. 
But first, it was the fight! 


‘He doesnt even know what world he is living in, and you're taking advantage of his state! This is sick!" Richard 
yelled at Christoph, almost jumping to beat him. 


Probably they were thinking that | don't hear what was going on in the other room. Maybe | didn't, back then, but 
now those words of an angry Richard who just found out about us resound so loud in my mind Christoph replied on 
his calm fone that he wasn’t taking advantage of me, that | knew what I was doing. Christoph hates fights 

"You must be really stupid then," Richard exploded "This is rape!" 


‘No, its not, Im not fucking him or." 


‘Argh, | dont want details! | don't want details! He was never into men, you fuck!" 


"So, this is the real problem," Christoph groaned "Well, you bring him a woman, and see if he fucks her! Maybe he 
was always into men, just that he didn't want his homophobic friend fo know that! He wants it and he likes it." 


"He's not able to even know what he wants and what he likes!" 
‘Oh, trust me when | say he does, when it comes about that!" 
The others weren't intervening, except Flake who asked them to fight using a lower voice. 


"You know what? If Im so damaging for him, then Hl just leave, what about that?" Christoph replied on a 
provocative tone. Of course no one wanted him to leave. He couldnt leave the house when | was awake or for too 
long because there was Hell raising. | would start to look for him all over the house, walk around like mad until I 
would realize he was gone and then | would get angry. Only Christoph was the one who could really calm me down, 


But, | guess, Richard wasn't the first one to pick on Christoph, because this one was just as bad in his replies. 
And, again, | think, it was more like they were sparring partners to each other. Richard didn't mean any harm. 


Richard - my childhood friend, whom | helped so much and who helped me so much foo, in return. We grew up in 
the same village. We both went to the big city to pursue our dreams; | returned to my childhood village, he 


remained there. But he was always coming back to see me. 


İt was one of those days, when he was at my place; we were outside, because outside, isn't it?, its hard to plant 
listening devices fo spy on people's conversation. Inside the house, the music was playing very loud, to cover any 
glimpse of our discussion that might have got picked up. It was already dark outside, we were already at least half 
drunk on the red wine we were moisturizing our throats with, to be able to continue our conversation 


That is when they appeared, Flake and Paul. Many, many years ago. They were lost in the area, and they just 
wanted some directions, but Richard and | got them to stay with us and have a drink Especially since Flake was 
such a great partner of conversation for me, as | was living isolated in this forgotten by God place, where people's 
way of passing the days was working the land, not reading the writings of some hundreds of years ago dead 
philosopher or poet. 


They were both entertainers, Paul more than Flake, with his humor, and his jokes. Back then it was him driving 
people insane with his constant chatter. That until the Beast felt offended by his jokes and lyrics; it sent its militia 
after him and they grabbed him. When he was sent back into the world, he was a shadow of the man he used to 
be. Barely speaking, almost always keeping his head inclined so the scars on his burnt left side of his face would be 
seen as less as possible. He never told anyone what they exactly did to him, but it wasn't even needed Also, no 
one ever found out what happened to his children and his wife, no one including himself. 


Through Paul and Flake, Richard met Christoph Until then, Richard was the one that was helping me multiplying and 
spreading around my writings, but he didnt have the means and the network these guys had. So, when Richard 
asked them if they could help him with this, they introduced hm to Oll And he started helping us, even though he 


hadn't seen me. The same with Christoph Paul was involved in other things, and Flake, he always stayed away, until 


Now. 


Weren't we supposed fo find our shp? This thought crosses my mind like an albatross. Flake was so upset 


because we couldn't get to the shp.. 

"What ship?" 

| turn to face him: "Huh?" 

"You said something about a ship," Olli explains. 

| sigh and don't answer. | look outside the windshield - gray buildings aligned one after another along gray roads. 
"He said it is all buried in my mind," | whisper. 

And what was buried there used to come and haunt me. Like the narrow dark rooms. The bright electric lights 
tearing my sight. The cold The beatings The pan. And, above all that shattering howl of horror. And | was running 


away from them, running to hide into the darkness, fo surround myself with the black veil of the darkness. 


They won't find me here. And | was going further in the lightless hallway. Hiding from those images. Hiding 
from all that pain. 


"Till? You fell." 
He found me, in the hallway and brought me back into the room | was sharing with Christoph 

f you got hm to sleep with you, at least take care of hm properly!" Richard snapped at Christoph 

This tme Christoph ddn't comment back as usual, he just helped me lay back on the bed 

was sleeping," he muttered 

"Yeah, sleep, what the fuck do you care?" Richard snapped again 

"You are drunk," stated Christoph on a plan tone. "You won't be of much help tomorrow with a hangover." 


Christoph sat in bed and took my upper body in his arms. | closed my eyes pretending to be asleep, while his hand 
started caressing my head, his fingers playing with my hair. 


Richard remained motionless, without saying any word. He was drunk. He was drunk every night. 


"Who said that?" Olli's voice brings me back to the present. 


"Said what?" 
"That it's all buried.” 
"| don't remember," | chuckle, and Olli laughs too. 


| was sinking more into the darkness of the hallway until my fingers met something familiar, the sturdiness of the 
wooden kitchen door. It was always lke this, many nights when | was wandering like a ghost through the house, not 
knowing that | did the same before, not knowing that | will do it again and not remembering about the previous 


times. 


But now, as we roll through the streets glowing in the August sun, now | know. | remember how the door 
opened, and | was freezing in the threshold, blinded for a few seconds by the sick yellowish electric light. That 
small room, with walls almost brown from the dirt accumulated in years - that was the kitchen. And there | 
was to find him, Richard, each time, sitting at the narrow table; a table covered by empty dirty glasses, ashes 
from his cigs, and bottles of booze, empty or full. 


"Hey, Till," he was to say. "Doing your night round, eh?" He was saying and then having another gulp from his drink 


and then dragging another smoke trom his cig 
/ was closing the door behind me, and entering the small kitchen, 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter 8 


Richard would give me a cig and | would light it. He usually was sat and had his leg propped on another chair. He 
would free that chair and push it toward me. And | would take a seat in front of him; he was usually shirtless or 
wearing one of those white sleeveless things of his; his hair was all messy and spiky, his unshaved face wearing the 
marks of his sleepless nights. Hs blue eyes looking even more hypnotic under the effect of the booze. 


"Alcoholic asshole!" The others used to yell about him when they got angry with him. 


But with me he was always nice, never making any comment. And during those encounters, he would smile a bit 
embarrassed, and trying fo hide in the pocket of his pants that small thinggie he was having in his palm. But | was 


fo look straight at his face and notice those wet streams covering it 


"You are the only one Im allowing to see me lke this," he was confessing "Because | know you won't remember," 


he was adding smiling again, embarrassed "You never do," he was completing his sentence on a very angry tone. 


He would look at me, and see my inquiring glare fixing him, so he would mellow down a bit. He would smile again, his 
face losing those harsh features; he would stretch his arm toward me, open his palm and allow me to see what he 
was hiding. A piece of cardboard A piece of paper, square shaped, wearing the whole reason of his existence - the 
black, white and gray image of a man - Richard - 

standing on the shore of the sea, in a cold day, holding a small girl, about 6-7 years old, as she was embracing him 
back 


Í would look again at him then, at his eyes as he was blinking so fast and cursing the cig smoke. But he would stop 
and look back at me, for a few seconds, as if asking me: "Would | ever find her?" 


| am sorry, Richard, with all my pointless wandering through the worlds inside my demented mind, | don't know 


where she is. 
'H is as if we ceased to live, to live for ourselves. We are living for others." 


That's the only thing | remember Paul saying to me. And | guess he was right, we were forced to give up, one 
by one, our normal lives; we hid all, one by one, in this small place, Flake's apartment, chrysalides in their 
pupae. Seeds under the fat dirty ground, but no one can see all those complicated processes going on down 
there. Only one day, that newborn will emerge, and will burst into the world, loud, flashy, screaming and 


catching everyone's attention 


But until then... 


"You know | cant sleep," Richard whispered, anger pouring through his voice, as he was standing in the middle of the 
room lit only by the light from the bright moon outside. 


No, he couldn't unless he was dead drunk, and he envied everyone else able to sleep at nights. He told me that, 


too, because he knew | wouldn't remember him saying that. 
"There's some sleep medicine on the table," Christoph grinned, meaning the alcohol bottle. 
He lit himself one of my cigs and reclined better with his back against the wall. 


Richard was hesitating. But it was Christoph's style to make such peace offers, to those who he cared about. 
Richard, though, seemed caught off guard He was harsh and brutal: he was replied to, harsh and brutal as well 
That is how he was used to being since they let him out. 


There used to be times when he was the most warm and open guy | have ever known I guess Paul was right: they 
pulled out all that was good in him. Without him | wouldnt have been able to make my writings known My feeble 
voice rising against the Beast started to grow louder thanks to him. He was the one finding devices to copy my 
writings with, in a world in which it is illegal for a civilian to own such devices. He was setting the network for me 
fo spread my writings around and fo make them known The truth, the description of the real face that millons of 


us were used to ignoring The tales about those abused, forced into silence.. 


"He used to be so alert non-stop, if you'd see him," Richard started, grabbing the bottle from the fable and sitting 
on the bed near us. "He was writing so much, we always had storage problems." 
Keeping such bombs, such materials in the house was of course more than life risking. And even with my house at 


the country, where we could bury some of them, we still had to get rid of those papers somehow. 


"was telling him to slow down," continued Richard his story. "He was saying that those killed, abused and humiliated 
by the Beast couldn't wait." 


He passed the bottle to Christoph and lit himself a cig 
‘Now he's slowed down for good," he muttered and reclined on his back on the bed, near Christoph and my body. 


| seemed to be his only real friend back then, he was telling me everything, | seemed fo be like the older brother 
he never had One day he told me - he wanted to escape the kingdom of this hideous Beast; he was preparing to 
flee. But he wouldnt leave lke that - he made sure that the network working for me, all those people of whom | 
only knew less than ten, it would keep running smoothly. | could care less, it was saddening me to see him leaving, 


but | gave him my blessing, he, his daughter and his wife deserved a better life, among the free ones 


He had it all set; the guides, the route, were all thought about and taken care of But, then he told me that his 
wife got scared and didn’t want to start this adventure. He thought of taking the child and fleeing anyway. 


A few days before the set date, he disappeared though First, | thought the date changed, but then | saw that the 
daughter was stil with his wife. Then, later, the news struck upon us like lightning: they arrested him. They found 
out about him arranging his leaving the country and they got him. 


Things were set this way so | knew only Olli and Paul, but | still could realize how they all panicked And me, 
together with them all 


All that agitation - moving and destroying the copy machines, the papers - all those things | worked long hours to 
write and polish, everything. Anything that could constitute proof for them. But they didnt come after any of us 
if there was anyone whom could best keep our secret, that was Richard 

On the other hand, soon, his wife and his daughter disappeared There was this rumor that they might have taken 


them too, but no one could confirm for sure. 


Richard did his time and then they sent him back No, they sent back this empty inside and angry man, so hungry 
for vengeance; it was lke they pulled his soul out of him along with smashing his left hand. 


| risked everything and took him in, when no one else wanted to. At the beginning he was almost never talking, 
except to curse the women. All he did was to drink his minds off; he wouldnt wash or shave for days, the fact 


that he was just some sort of slob in my house causing some fights between her and me. Her. My wife. He wasn’t 
completely crushed though.. 


This icy shiver crosses my spine, from the back from my head downward. 

"Don't tell me you're cold," laughs Olli. 

| look outside the window and mumble. 

"No, l'm not, | just." 

Christoph took a gulp from the drink and passed the bottle back to Richard 

"I hink he is starting to remember things," he said as his fingers continued playing through my hair. 

‘Maybe its just this agitation," Richard replied and lifted himself on the side a bit, resting on his elbow. 

"I don't know, he's started making sense all of the sudden," said Christoph making Richard laugh 

‘Stop that, he just fell asleep," Christoph snapped and | sensed him poking Richard with his foot 

But Richard was too drunk fo care anymore. And Christoph let him; it was such a rare thing to see Richard 
laughing, It was such a rare thing to see any of us laughing 

They took his laughs, his smile and that kindness of his, but they didn’t crush Richard completely. They couldnt get 
anything from him; probably they didn’t know to what extent he was involved, if they had any idea about what he 
was involved in They knew he was my friend, they tried fo get some information about what | was up to, but it 
didn't work. 

When he got himself together a bit he told me: his wife, fearing that he might have found some other woman to 


flee the country with him, tumed him in. That was her explanation fo him, when they allowed her fo see him, to 
beg him fo tell them all he knew to get back his freedom. Soon after that she and Richard's daughter disappeared 


"Why aren't you going to look for them?" | asked him. 
He threw me this long look; he was afraid of what he might have done once being face to face with that woman 
‘But your daughter?" | insisted pointing fo the small picture he was holding 


So we started searching, restlessly, until we learned that his wife's corpse was found somewhere in the city. She 
was dead and buried, long before he got out. 


‘ts them," Richard growled on his husky voice. 
They took away from him even the pleasure of revenge. 


The worst was about his daughter; they placed her in a foster home, but - like magic - papers, documents, names 
and anything that could lead him to her were nowhere to be found 


"At least she is alive," | told him. 


He hated me for saying that. | could read it in his eyes. But, then, slowly, day by day, it was the only thing that 
made him keep going. 


‘At least she's alive," | whispered back there, in the dirty kitchen of Flake's tiny apartment where six guys were 
living together for quite a while. 


Then | stood up. Richard was fixing me with his gaze, as if my words were an icy cold shower for him 

That heat, making me feel like | have this bitter poisonous honey dripping down my throat; that heat, making 
Richard sweat, his skin glowing like brownish gold in the electric light, that heat was just driving me insane. And 
suddenly | felt so angry. 

"You upset him," I told Richard 

"Who? Christoph?" Richard asked 

| nodded 


"Nah, Im just joking with him, and he knows it, Till." 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 


Chapter 9 


| looked at him, motionless, without replying. | could sense each time Christoph was getting upset, even if he 
was appearing to just joke around, even if he was answering the same, or telling him that he's jealous. 
Christoph would make fun of him by saying that he had this secret crush on me, but he never got the guts 
to admit it. 


"Look, we've always been so close. Now, since you got back, | can't get through to you anymore," Richard said 


to me, with an almost pleading voice. "I miss you, Till." 

He sighed. Then: "Forget it, you won't remember any of this tomorrow anyway." 

| continued to look at him in silence as he was lighting another cig. 

"All those years, Till," he said expiring the smoke. "And you didn't say anything to me about it" 
His gaze searched around the room, like he is avoiding looking in my eyes. 

"It took all this shit to happen to you, so I'd find out the way you are." 

He smiled, tired. 


"But, guess, if you'd have told me back then, | wouldn't have wanted to see you ever again. Guess that was the 


curse you had to bear." 
He inclined his head and looked back at me. 


"He managed somehow. When everyone was saying that you'd remain like a veggie, he managed to do it. He gets 


through to you.." Richard whispered, but stopped as he saw me shaking my head slowly. 
"What?" He asked. 
We looked again at each other for a few seconds in silence. 


"Go, Till," he said, breaking suddenly the silence. "Its a big day tomorrow. Go get some rest. Go, there's a 


beautiful man waiting for you there," he added and grinned. 


| continued to stand there, near the door, for a few seconds, and then | opened it slowly, like a mouth of a pit 
of hell. | turned around and looked through the pitch darkness in the hallway. It could have been just as well a 
door to the infinite void of the Universe, and once I'd stepped through it | would have fallen forever, until the 


end of Time. 


But | decided it is the hallway of that tiny apartment, so | entered it and closed the door behind me, slowly, like 
trying not to awaken the monsters and demons sleeping behind the veils of darkness. 
| made another step, dragging the leg with the damaged knee. When they realized they can't get much from 


the people around me, they came to my house. 
| made another step. My heart was already racing madly, like a little bird. 
And they came when it wasn't just me at home, but my wife and the kids too. 


That little bird - my heart - so scared, that it was trying to fly through her cage, almost breaking her 


delicate wings. 
They wanted full effect. They searched the entire house; they yelled and abused us in front of the little ones. 


| tried to walk faster; | was racing toward that door | knew was just in front of me. 

They didn't care anymore about what the world would say. They turned the house upside down until they 
found the proof they needed. My writings. Those words scribbled on papers that seemed to be more dangerous 
and threatening to the Beast than a bomb attack. 


But the door was nowhere to be found, no matter how much | stretched my arms to feel it. | was almost 
running, as much as a man with a smashed knee can run. | didn't want the monsters to catch me. No, not 
those images. | didn't want to remember how they took us all, how they interrogated her and me together, 


separated, making us watch how the other was abused. 


And that bird that was my heart was so panicked that it was literally smashing her small body against the 


walls of its cage. 


| tried so much to hide from them, all those hungry merciless crows that my memories were, that were 
feeding on the corpse of my brain. | fell. But, now, they caught me, and pinned me to the ground. 


My demented glare was boring through the darkness, beyond any ceiling, beyond any face of anyone leaned 
above me asking: "Are you alright, Till?" 


Beyond all that | could see them, like a rerun of a movie, slowly, turned frame by frame, the images of them 
forcing me to witness the death of her, my wife, and of my children And, in the same time, remembering that 
| was wondering if it was worth; anything of what | did so far - was it worth? Any ideology, how much is it 
worth if it requires even only one person to die? Any idea, is it more valuable than the life of them, my 


children and her? 


That was then when | knew that they've defeated me. And | wanted to leave this defeated man that | was so 


ashamed of, so | got away from myself. 


| can't breathe. I'm choking. It's too hot, like my whole flesh is boiling on my bones. And it's as if billions and 
billions of people are whispering near my ears, all at once, inside my head. | throw a dizzy look at Olli as he is 


stopping the car in front of this huge building, with gray walls and big windows. 


| incline my head and press my palms against the temples like in an attempt to make those voices shut up. 


Behind me, in the back of the funeral car, our limo, the others are fidgeting. 


"There's no turning back," Richard's voice gets through to me. "Now is our last moment to decide if we're 


going for it or not. Later will be no way to step back." 

Silence for just a split of a second. Then, someone is arming a gun. 

‘lm ready," states Olli near me, and grabs the rifle that's been between our seats until now. 

Then, the others are arming the guns and arranging themselves. 

"Till?" 

Richard's question seems rather to pull me out from that ocean of whispers. Confessions. Testimonials. 
Survivors telling their sagas about the atrocities, and about what they've been through. And | was only the 
hand with the pen that fixed on paper all those words, for eternity. For others, for our heirs. Words mean so 
much for us, for humans. 

| look again through the windshield, outside at that made-of-gray-stone monstrosity, spread like a disease over 


half of a boulevard, an overwhelming and choking symbol created to make ordinary people feel so small and 


even more ordinary in front of the power of the Beast. Who dares to speak against it shall be crushed! 

"Yeah, let's go for it!" 

| feel this hand placed on my shoulder, like a burning spot; | don't have to look to see that this is Christoph. He 
embraces me from behind, placing his arm around my chest and squeezing me gently, as | feel his lips planting 
a dry kiss over my shaved skull. Then he rubs his cheek slowly against my head, and whispers into my ear: 
"Remember our song - let us die holding hands!" 

He squeezes me again in his embrace. Our song, the song he used to whisper to me to calm my seizures. 


| incline my head and lay my cheek against his forearm. Does he know? Did he figure it out yet? 


"We have to make it look like a robbery," the others are talking in the back of the car. "At least at the 


beginning.’ 


Thats what Richard and Christoph were talking about, last night, when reviewing the plan for our action 


"They won't dare to shoot us, once we get known and seen They can't afford to make the world see them as 
what they are, in tact - cold-blooded murderers. That's our chance." 


That's what they were saying, laid in bed, around me, sharing that bottle of booze. My own words; that's how 
it all started, isn't it, with my own words? 


What if we're wrong? | ask Christoph in my mind as my fingers caress his forearm. 

"Let's cover our faces!" 

Christoph’s lips leave my ear, his arm sneaks away off my chest. 

"With these stockings we'll look like dicks," comes Richard's mutter. 

“Actually, you're upset cause it might ruin your hair," ripostes this comment. 

We all look at each other, alarmed. 

Paul. Paul talked. 

Flake inclines his head, while his hands are fiddling with the harness of that huge bomb he has to carry. But he 
can't hold it for long and bursts into a laughter that he tries to suppress, at the beginning. So, for the first 
seconds come only those chuckles and we can see only his bony shoulders trembling. 

Paul talked and mocked Richard. 


"You were funnier when you weren't talking at all," Richard growls making the rest of us start laughing loud. 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 


Chapter 0 


"We're wasting time," | realize. 


Everyone shuts up. I'm not looking at them; | look outside, at the street, at the people.. Someone will see that 


there's a car parked here where no one is allowed to. 

"Is everyone ready?" 

Richard has to make sure. 

"Yeah!" The others reply and can still hear some bits of chuckling, 


"Let's go gentlemen!" Christoph says, and pushes the door open. He jumps out of the car, followed by Richard, 
Paul and Flake. In the same time, Olli gets out of the car, and comes on my side to help me get out. Christoph 
climbs the stairs first, running, followed by Richard. 


"Go help him!" | tell Olli, and he runs after Paul to help him and Flake with the heavy bomb. 
| walk in front of the stairs and start climbing them too, but slowly, at my own pace, as l'm watching the 
others. 


Then | stop for a second, to rest my aching muscles, and | look up at the still, hot sky. That's when | hear 
them - the gunfires, and the screams. | start climbing the stairs again. | can sense the panic growing; people 


run with chaotic gestures out of the building, they pass by me, almost bumping into me. 


At least its a beautiful day, | think, looking again at the clear sky. A beautiful day to die, | smirk and enter the 
building. 


The white marble floors, the marble covered walls, the large shiny stairs covered by red carpet; the smell of 
gunpowder, the fallen people on the floor - some dead, some injured, some only paralyzed by fear - all 
welcome me in silence. The cool conditioned air caresses my skin, heated until now by the merciless sun 
outside. | keep walking, at my own pace; there's this surreal calmness that embraces my soul, as if | have left 
all the past pains and torment at the entrance door. | only look - curious, amazed - at the immense hallways 
with tall, gracious columns, thick carpets, and expensive wooden office furniture. Then, the images of misery, 
of pain and death cross my mind in flashes from the past: the misery, the pain and the deaths of those 
crushed and killed by the Beast. 


People, running and screaming in fear, pass by me, barely avoiding crashing into me. Far away, in front of me, a 
woman stumbles and falls; a guy running behind her stops just for a split second so he wouldn't stumble on 
her body, then he jumps over her frame lying on the floor and he continues running toward me. But, the 
young blondish man, business-like dressed, seems to have noticed me, and he slows down his pace, while his 


gaze fixes my face like hypnotized | continue my walk, helped by my walking stick, the gift from Christoph. 


As I'm approaching | can read on his face the fear paralyzing, bit by bit, the man in front of me; he stops 
running, and he props his back against a wall, to allow me to pass by. But, to his dismay, | stop right in front 
of him, fascinated by the way his face reflects the power | seem to have over him. He is quivering, and this 
appears to have even a more powerful effect on me, as if waking up an, until now dormant, demon of which 
existence | haven't known so far. His shocked, enormous blue eyes have frozen in a mute prayer - he is 
begging for his worthless life to be spared. His fear is luring me; | get even closer to him, as if to allow my 
body to feed on the uncontrolled shiver of his body. He is breathing his own fear, hot and destructive. It's like | 
could just clench my fist over the thread of his sorry life and break it with an imperceptible gesture. And he 
knows it; his back is glued to the wall behind him, spreading over its sturdy flat surface as if trying 
desperately to let himself be absorbed by it and disappear. 


| raise my walking stick and touch the boy's cheek with its head - a mock of a caress. | hesitate, not knowing 
whether to just hit the guy, to take upon him all the sufferings. He is just one of them, the Beasts slaves; he 
was born when the Beast had taken over this world already, he doesn't know any different. Children like that 
help the Beast thrive, and live further into its demented nightmare it created. Should we forgive them because 
they don't know what they're doing? 


Screams, shrieks, and the thundering bark of the guns firing, then: "Down, you cock suckers! Nobody moves!" 


| twist my head; they are all already in that big hall, waiting for me. | throw again a short glance to my 
drenched-in-fear victim. But he is just the first one of them; now it's our turn to make them howl in pain and 


fright. Let the ball begin! 


| take a step away from the guy, and in the second | take away from his face the head of my walking stick, 
his body collapses near the wall. | start walking to the hall where the others are, not looking behind. 


| walk into the huge room, slowly, one step after another, like an old man having his afternoon walk in the park. 


Nobody is making a sound; not the people lying on the floor, near their offices and desks, nor my guys. 


One of them is standing on a desk and pointing a gun at the people lying on the floor. He is tall and slim, 
dressed in a black suit. One of his eyes is blue, the other one, is dead. His head is shaved, except this Mohawk, 
| can barely recognize in this man, with that face contorted by hatred, my gentle Christoph. 


Near a window is another one of them, also wearing a Mohawk, having a rifle in his hand, too. The chatty and 
always joking Olli is now watching very quietly and tensely what is happening outside the building. In the center 
of the hall is Richard, with his always hanging in the corner of his mouth cig, the ruffled black hair and the 
three days unshaved face. On a counter there's Flake sitting, while Paul is walking from desk to desk, pulling 
their drawers, grabbing money from them and throwing it up in the air and giggling. 


"Get rid of the cameras!" Christoph growls, and Richard lifts his gun, and then fires at the corners, where the 
surveillance cameras are. Each bark of the mouth of Richard's gun is followed by horrified whimpers and 


shrieks of those lying on the floor and under the desks. 


"Shut the fuck up!" Christoph's demented shout makes the walls tremble and everyone in the hall freezes, even 


the five of us. 

He used to read to me, out loud, all those forbidden-by-this-regme books that he got through his network. He had 
this soft and gentle voice, almost whispering when reading out loud; everyone was saying my brain is completely 
zapped, but | guess he wouldn't give up his conviction that there still was a connection to reality in me. | assume he 
needed fo beleve that, so he, himself, would keep his sanity. Richard told him that | used to read a lot, and about 
the walls covered by shelves filled with books, in my house at the country. 

Where is Flake? 

"Who's the manager?" Richards yell breaks the icy silence. 


Richard turns slowly on his heels, pointing his gun to the people on the floor. Christoph, on his desk, scans the laid 


bodies as well From where | am I see a little motion under a table near to me. 

"Thats him," | point to the guy with the silver skull end of my walking stick 

Richard gets closer to that desk from under which this middle-aged guy stands up slowly. 

"Where's the vault?" Richard questions the manager, but the old fellow cant talk, he's shaking so bad, frightened 


"Where's the vault, grandpa?" Paul mocks him walking toward them. But he remains motionless affer only two 
steps. 


"There," the manager barely whispers. 
‘Open it!" Paul orders him. 


"Oli, you go to the vault! Paul, the communications room!" Richard spreads his orders. "Where is it?" He shouts at 


the manager. 

The old guy looks back at him, shocked, as if all his insides melted in the same instant. 
"Where is it?" Richard howls like insane. 

"The second floor," the words stumble out of the manager's mouth 

"Who else has access to the second floor?" Richard asks 


Silence. 


‘Answer him!" Christoph yells 

Whimpers. Silence. Then, another feeble voice. A woman 

‘Me, sir," she whispers, as she is rising slowly on her knees. 

‘Paul, go with her!" 

With a jump, Paul is near her, grabs her arm, pulls her to her feet and drags her out of the room. 
‘Ol, the safe!" 

Olli leaves the window and follows the old manager to the money room. 


Christoph jumps down on a different desk, then on another until he reaches to a TV set He tums it on, and fips 
through the channels 


Ím still standing in the middle of the enormous hall. Richard watches Christoph flipping through the TV channels as 
he lights two cigs, in the same time. Then, he takes one out of his mouth and passes it to me. | take it and drag 
the first smoke feeling some sort of gratefulhess, as if that immaterial snake coiling through my lungs would have 
certified me, that | was alive. Affer so long 


Richard's sudden leap over a desk brings me back from my memories. He jumps like a hungry tiger on his 
unsuspecting prey. He remains motionless for a split of a second, his arm stretched over that arm that was 
sneaking from underneath, his hand covered by the black leather of the glove placed over those fingers that were 
aiming to the alarms button. 


‘Look what a courageous kitty we have here," Richard says with a raspy half amused voice as his other hand, 
clenched on the blond hair of a woman, is lifting her, forcing her to get on her feet. "Do you want to call the cops, 
dear?" He asks, bringing his rough, unshaved cheek to touch the smooth and matte skin on the woman's face. Hs 
head nods slowly, upward and downward as he seems fo be sniffing her skin, ike he would be inhaling and getting 
drugged on her perfume mixed with the scent of her fear. "There!" He growls in her ear and presses her hand over 


the button. 
The shrieking, ears’ tearing sound of the alarm seems fo explode from everywhere. 


‘Mmmm, nice," Richard grins, grabs the woman into his arms, closer fo his chest. "Arent you a pretty thing?" He 
mumbles with his cig in the corner of his mouth, as he looks straight into the woman's eyes. She seems to lose 

balance for a second, but he squeezes her in his arms, straightening her. "So beautiful, reminding me of my wife," 
he adds, as he places the fingers of his healthy hand on the back of her neck and extends his other hand. "/ used 


fo dance with my wife. And she loved it." He continues forcing the woman to spin with him, as if in a dance. 


The blond woman whimpers, but thats her only reaction as she seems fo have been hypnotized by Richards 


ferocious glance in his eyes Her face expresses something like half fear, half attraction toward this man, that 
dangerous but handsome man her parents always advised to stay away from. 


“Shall we dance?" Richard continues his charade, spinning with her. The woman's red-nailed fingers clutch on the 


black fabric of Richard's coat, as he waltzes with her to an unheard music. 


‘Gentlemen, we have company, the cops are here," Christoph's stern voice announces fo us, as he fakes Ollis 


position near the window. 
There's only the sound of the steps of the pair, on the smooth shiny marble floor. 
On the screen of the TV, the white wall of a monumental building with huge windows. On that wall there is a small 


black dot, lke an ant climbing that wall, clumsily, but undisturbed by that mass of police and military people pointing 
their guns toward it. It is Flake with his bomb. 


"I guess the media is here too," Christoph comments and lights himself a cig, as well 

"Good," | murmur, pleased that everything is going according fo the plan 

And what a plan! The Beasts servants - now we were to use them for our own purpose to denounce the horror, 
the lies and the terror. | was despising them the most - they were those helping the Beast establish its empire of 
les and terror, they were those contributing directly to its building - obedient servants. That was what | used fo 
say back then, hidden in my litte country house, as all those thoughts were reaching each and everyone through 
our network 

Í look back at Richard, waltzing between the desks with his blond capture. 

".. there is what seems to be a robbery in course," the hysterical voice pours from the TV set. "The police don’t 
know yet how many hostages they have.." Then, the images of the building and of all the forces surrounding if, all 


those servants wearing the Beasts uniforms, displayed there. 


Then, lke following an unheard command, everyone's head raises a bit, all looking at the ceiling as if it would have 
been transparent. That feeble purring of a helicopter engine! 


Only Richard continues his dance. 
"They brought the army, too," Christoph whispers moving away from the window. 


He stands motionless on the desk; no one of the hostages even dares to breathe, there's only the purr of the 
helicopters like huge metal fles, the sounds of the comments on the TV, and the steps of the dancing pair. 


‘Got the money!" Ollis voice breaks this artificial silence, making everyone quiver on unison. Then, a few quiet 


seconds, as Richard stops too, frozen in that waltzing position with the woman in his arms. 


A muffled thud makes everyone quiver again - the woman's body falling on the floor. A few whimpers follow, too. 
No one had to announce, everyone knew in that instance that the blond woman is dead. 


"Good, kill the old fart!" Richard orders. 


Bam! The old guy is dead on the spot! Hs corpse falls with the same muffled thud, followed by hysterical screams 


and cries. 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter Il 


On the TV screen - the images of a huge crowd gathered behind the Ine of police people, their cars and military 
people. | can sense that tickling feeling of joy and of accomplishment in the rest of the guys without having to look 
at them; things are going according to the plan and even better, looks like we have a larger audience than we'd 
even dared to dream in that small, hot and dirty apartment. 

The shrieking ring of a phone echoes through the huge, cold marble-covered walls of the hall Phase two! 

| smile vaguely at Christoph's inquiring glance. But, they knew very well the proceedings 

"Yes?" 


Richards sharp, husky voice. Here we start the dance! 


Silence; few of those lying on the floor under the desks dare to breathe. Someone tries to change position - their 


muscles must have gotten sore from sitting lke that, motionless, minutes in a row. 
‘Five reporters with their cameras. No funny stuff. Thats when you'll learn our demands!" 


Bam! The receiver almost gets smashed when Richard slams it back on the phone. But they have to know that 


we're not fucking around. 


Silence. The big, incredibly tall gray walls. The distant roars of metallic beasts of the helicopters flying above our 
building. Yes, ours! Its no longer theirs, no longer belonging to the Beast! That huffing thing with monstrous mouths 
opened threateningly toward the skies 


The face of Flake, his black-framed glasses, his black spiky hair, the paleness of his skin, his slm silhouette as he's 
sat on the edge of one of those walls He is waiting He has the bomb with him. 


The ring of the telephone awakens me from my reverie, making me turn my glance off the TV. 


Richard answers again; now he is talking to them, commanding them on a mocking fone. Yes, we are in control now! 
How many are we? You have fifteen minutes fo send the medial Does the guy on the building have a bomb? Yes, 
and if you dont send the media in l4 minutes, he's blowing up this shit hole, with everyone in it 


Lused fo love his arrogance. Hs lack of fear. | can almost envision him, tied and beaten by the Beasts henchmen, 
yelling at him to tell them everything they want fo know: who was running the network that helped people flee the 
country and other things lke that. | can almost see his bruised and swollen face, his bloodied lps grinning as he 
would spit the words through his teeth, to those people that could kill him in a blink of an eye: "Fuck you!" 


| was the shy one, thats why | chose to write everything down, to throw my thoughts in the air for them fo fall 


on the crowd like rain, while | was hiding and disguising among the nameless faces. | wonder what did | fell to those 
questioning and doing their best fo get information out of me, in those dark, empty and cold rooms. It was an 


underground prison, that | know. 


The phone, again. Yes they agree, but we have to show good faith We should release the women. Richard grins and 
Tells the cops to kiss his ass. Ok then, we should let one hostage go, for each journalist that we will have in 
Richard's eyes look at me, questioning 


‘Only one person, for all of them," | decide. 
| turn and walk slowly toward a chair. My legs are aching badly by now. 


Richard looks at me again. They'd like to talk with the boss of the gang There's no boss, talking with Richard is just 
fine. They say that only one person for all the journalists is not enough Richard lights himself another cig. Oh, yes, 
one person is enough, and with that he ends the conversation. 


l look at the others; | can read in their eyes, on their faces that they agree. We have time to wait until those 
outside decide to take our offer. This time it will be our way or no way. Everyone will see that a few men can 


defeat that thing out there, the Beast. 


The phone rings again What about two people? Richard grins. No, only one person, and the offer lasts for only 10 
minutes, otherwise there'll be no one left to trade. 


Meanwhile Paul comes back. Everything is set 


Richard announces to me that they finally agreed Only one hostage in exchange. Before | know if, | hear "Your 
turn, Til," Richard says on a gentle tone. 


"You dont solve things by murdering people," it used to be my credo, and | used fo tell Richard But they've 
murdered not only all of our loved ones, they killed our souls. Not only the dead ones know what its like to die. 


"l started to think that somehow its not entirely her fault," Richard explained fo me one of those nights, as he was 
fixing me with his blurred by alcohol gaze. "F it weren't for this fear, she probably wouldnt have done it. She was 
afraid that wed get caught while trying to cross the border and escape." The things that they would have done to 
them, especially to the woman.. 


Paul is waiting for me in that room. The people from the media enter too. Schneider and Paul are searching them 
first before allowing them in | take a seat on the couch as Im scanning the dark eyes of the cameras - they 


resemble so much the mouths of black machine guns aiming at me. 


h the corner, on a TV monitor, | see the news report, live. Paul stays with me, and we both watch the report: the 
white building with huge windows we're in; the doors open and | recognize Olli getting out. With him walks out one of 
the female hostages that he holds closely by her forearm. With his other hand he carries the money bag He lets 


the woman free and walks boldly toward the line of cops. He grabs some bills from the money bag and throws 
them above the heads of the police people, to the public behind the line. The crowd cheers and applauds him, 
howling lke hungry animals while hundreds of arms reach out for the money bills Olli throws another handful, and 
the crowd cheers even louder, as he walks thumphantly under the shower of bills resembling confetti in the sunny 
hot summer day. He walks more toward the police line, which appears to move back under a spell, to allow hm to 
Jump on one of their vehicles. He shouts at the crowd, while throwing the remainder of the money. The people howl 
and cheer him deliriously. He appears to talk to them; he gesticulates and grins, pointing to himself a couple of 
times. Then - he grabs the edges of his shirt and tears the white shirt open to expose his chest to the line of 
police people, to the helicopters buzzing above his head, to that massive gray thing out there that controls all this 
world - the Beast 


"The funny thing is that you never know who's the next target," Olli was telling me as he was taking his turn 
nursing me. "Im so sick of having to be careful about absolutely every word Im pronouncing, afraid that someone 


might hear and turn me in, afraid that would be interpreted as rebellon or that Im speaking against the system." 


The room Im in is small - | look at the monitors on the walls, at the cameras of the five people sitting in front of 
me; | clench my fingers over the silver skull on the top of my walking stick 


"Why me, Richard?" | asked 


‘Because you are our voice," he explained back then, in the small kitchen, and he dragged a smoke from his cig 
"Youre the one writing the words, and you're the voice. Now go, there's a beautiful man waiting there, in your bed 


Gol" He added on a gentle voice, and he smiled a drained, drunk and teary smile. 


| imped back to the door and opened it, slowly, as | was thinking that it might be the last time for me with that 
beautiful man, 


My face appears on the screens - rugged, old, worn out. My meaty thick fingers squeeze the silver skull on the 
top of my cane. 


My turn! We got their attention Its us speaking now, addressing directly to the Beast and to those millons of 
slaves outside. Break the fucking leash! Wake up, there's more in your small lives. And the world is looking back at 
us, through its dark and glittering lenses. 


| guess | didn't tell them much since they did this to me. Starving me, beating me; | was put fo run in circles in the 
small yard, in the snow. | was barefoot and wearing only a pair of pants Even my head was shaved, as if to feel 


the cold even worse. 


Quit loving the abuse! The abuse that makes us feel lke we're needed! Hey, we got so used to our fear, we love 
and cherish it and do our best to preserve it! We feel so cozy and so safe within it 


And it was then, when | was begging my legs to move, to carry me, because, otherwise, if | would have stopped, 
they would have started beating me again - it was then when | realized | had only one way out of this, without 


betraying anyone. | don't know anything, | don’t even know my name, | dont know who | am, | was felling myself, as 
| was dragging my bruised feet. It was me who told my mind to shut down, for good. Shhh, tum the lights off. we 
will never speak again The guardian was feeling cold too, with his thick furry coat on and warm boots. He was 
cursing me for not giving in already, because he had to stay out, in that winter cold Even the sky was frozen, 
gray. Then, the sounds of crows. For me it was like a nightingale song; | knew what | had to do. You can have this 
body, but you can never have me. And I fell. | didn’t even feel the coldness of the snow on my bare torso; | didn't 
feel the beatings either, | was going away. 


Now Im back. | don't even look at the faces of the five sent to broadcast live my words. My words? Just words, 
lke milions of other words Then - the obscene bark of the machine guns killing those five. The end 


But the world keeps its eyes on us; its so entertaining They are there, outside, behind the police lines, they are in 
their houses watching the reports, they stop in the middle of the streets fo listen, to watch 


Next phase! | stand up, and, together with Paul and Schneider, we meet the others By now we dont even need to 
fell each other what comes next. It's as if we talk through the glances we're throwing to each other. We all five 
walk silently through the large hallway toward the huge glass entrance door. From outside we pick the murmurs, 
lke the growls of a restless animal - the crowd, the annoying buzz of the helicopters, the screams and the orders, 
the turmoil of an ocean tormented by a storm. 


Richard, Schneider, Oli, and Paul put their guns gently on the floor. We throw each other one last look. Thats it! 


The doors open wide; the restless and tormented ocean howls, yells, shouts, as greeting us. And its so loud that it 
feels as if the Sun itself is screaming at us. We remain motionless, blinded by the light. Then, we step out. 


h the same instant | feel shoved and pushed down, falling on the gray marble as strong hands are fighting with my 
arms to force them behind my back so | can be subdued and cuffed, while my chest hits the ground | hear my 
own shout uniting with the yells of the cops arresting us; | turn my head fo the side and see Richard's face 
contorted by hatred as he is yelling too, cursing them. For a split of a second we remain like that, immobilized on 
the ground, each of us with a knee stuck between our shoulder blades to keep us there, as they fight with us, 
trying to cuff us. 


Then - the whole world shakes with all of us; the ground shivers and quakes as this brutal silence is slicing my 
hearing. | only see - | see the people falling, a huge tidal wave moving the ocean, | see the silvery sparkle of a rain 
of shattered glass pouring along the white walls of the building as the windows are broken by the explosion, one by 
one, right after they reflect the red flame, like a last spasm of a body in agony. Then, the sound ripping our brains 
- the explosion of the bomb that Flake detonated 


Its about time you should turn the page! 


The heavy body of the cop falls over me, but its lke its not happening to me. | can swear that was Richards 
husky voice whispering to me. But what page? 


"The tucking page, Till!" Richard spits through his teeth, while this big police guy is cut fing his hands behind his back. 


Yes, the fucking page! It feels as if in the dark room of my mind a thousand suns exploded in the same time - 
there was light. All my thoughts are yelling at me. The page! Turn the pagel 


A murmur, followed by whimpers, words, voices, shouts, cries, screams, beeps, clicks, one by one get through to 


me. | can hear again! 

The page! 

| turn my head again and see how they drag the corpse of a dead cop that fell between my body and Christoph's. | 
look at him, and my heart winces. My Christoph He looks back at me - his dead eye, his blue eye, his white face 
and the red blood smudging his lps, forming thick droplets and dripping on the gray of the marble steps. Hs lps 
move a bit, making the blood glitter in the sun He can't articulate though. But he doesn't have to, his eyes are 
speaking for him. 

"Fuck! He blew himself up!" The harsh voice used only to giving orders. "Shoot them! Fuck! Now, shoot them!" 


| feel the cop that fell over me as he is standing slowly. Then he grabs my wrists again Chnistoph's bloody lps grin, 
revealing his white glistening teeth 


"l wish | could sleep, but | cant lay on my back," his lps were whispering to me, as if it were a lullaby. He was 
trying to calm my brain, demented by scattered terrifying memories. 'Lie with me, cry with me, give to me," he 
was repeating the words of that song, as he was trying to put my drained by seizures body to sleep. That song 
that he said was ours. 

My hand escapes the hands of the cop trying to cuff me. 

"Shoot them!" 


| dont see it; | just feel it with my whole being, as the guy gives up trying fo restrain me, and he puts the black 
mouth of the gun on the back of my head 


Christoph's lps twitch; | sneak my hand, reaching out and placing it on his already rigid fingers. 
The goddamn page! 

limes we hate, always seem fo last.. 

"Now!" 


His eyes look at me. 


Click! 

The armed guns. 

Hs eyes smile at me. 

Yeah, he knows. | remember it alll 
"Fire!" 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter IZ 


Part L The Mark Has Been Made 
Chapter IZ 


Its cold So cold that | can feel it even if Im asleep. And, somehow, Im aware that Im asleep. That means that 
actually, under my closed eyes, Im awake. And freezing 


These long sounds, lke a grunt of pain of a massive metal structure make me finally open my eyes. | keep 
motionless, as | look at the white ceiling above me, and listen to another set of sounds lke made by a heavy metal 
carcass as it is being hit by something just as big. | realize then that Im inside this carcass, and this shell is moving 
with me inside it 


Shouldn't | be dead? | touch the back of my head with the tps of my fingers. First of all, | dont have that silly 
haircut anymore. Second, the back of my head is just as normal, no bullet hole in there. 


intrigued, | rise on my elbows to look around I feel my head heavy and hazy, as if after a long night of drinking 

But | make the effort to throw a fleeting look around and see that Im lying on my back on a narrow bed, more 
Ike bunk. The walls of this small room Im in are white-bluish, and the electric light casts icy colored shadows, 
enhancing my feeling of coldness - rather of freezing - judging by the slight tremor of my flesh and the clatter of 
my teeth 


| should move, to make my blood circulate a bit and get myself warm 


! stand up in the empty cabin, and then wait for a few seconds, trying to get rid of that feeling that the floor is 
spinning with me. | feel as if | just woke up after one hell of a drinking night! 


But the floor keeps its rocking movement under my feet. So, this seems Ike Im on a shp, on the sea. | look at the 
massive metallic white door over there. | hope lm not trapped in here! 


| walk unsteadily to the door, thinking that even if this looks like one of those modern vessels, it has the rolling 


movements of a wooden, century-ago used ship. 


| place my fingers on the rounded and massive handle of the door. Shivers cross my arm night to my spine, when 
feeling its coldness under my touch But the door opens easily, and | poke my head through the cracked door to 
throw a look at the hallway. 


Same white-bluish walls, same icy cold electric light, but the hallway seems completely empty. All | can hear is the 
moans and the grunts of the metal carcass and the huge thuds against it. Waves! And me, in what appears to be a 
deserted ship. 


Better go and check what this is all about! 

| get out of the cabin and start walking through the narrow and labyrinth-like halls. | have the weird feeling of 
having just been eaten by this gigantic fish or whale, taking me somewhere as it is swimming the seas, and all | can 
do is to walk through these hallways while listening to my steps on the metallic, frozen floors. hside this metal- 
made fish is so cold. Im so cold 

At the end of one white-blue metal-walled hallway, | spot a human silhouette. Another human being, finally! Its 
someone wearing a white with blue shades protective costume. Hs or her face is covered though, by the costume's 
hood, the person wears some protective glasses also, but dark, so | cant see who it is 

"Hey!" | shout, and wave fo the figure. 

That person turns at me and emits these muffled sounds, while their hands point to their left. 

"What's that? | cant understand!" | shout while | keep walking toward the person in the suit. 


The one in the protective costume continues to emit the muffled sounds as his or her hand, holding a clipboard, 
keeps pointing to that direction 


"Thanks for nothing!" | mumble as my teeth are clattering so badly that Im almost biting my tongue. 
This isnt a shp; this is a fucking floating freezer! 


| stop right in front of the person and look to my right. He or she was pointing to another hallway. The only 
hallway, actually 


"This is dumb," | mutter and take a right 
But my walk is short: this hallway ends into a large room, all white, and even colder than anything before. 
"You made if, Tilll" A husky voice drags me out of my astonishment, making me look ahead 


h the middle of the room - a silvery, shining metallic fable, a surgery table of some sort. On the table, a man 
dressed in a black shiny vinyl suit is lying on his back 


This man has his eyes closed, and, judging by his pale skin and ngid position, he must be dead. So, | guess, this wasn’t 
the one who talked 


| detach my gaze off the dead man and look to the end of this room. Thats when | spot this other guy, standing 
with his shoulder propped against the wall. This new guy wears a white linen shirt, more like the IHh century 
fashion, and white pants, to match the style. 


"You always take so long to show up for the surgeries," he reproaches me, but he isn’t looking at me, as he's 
focused upon a butcher's knife he is fixing his nails with 


"What surgeries?" | whisper, shocked, while my glare travels along black spiky hair, and his face - a covered by 
white make-up face, with black and blue designs around his eyes, something resembling flames, and blue painted lips 


He leaves the wall and comes over to me. 
"Cmon Till, hurry up, the patient is waiting," he says placing the butcher's knife in my hand 


‘But Im not a surgeon," | protest, outraged, while my fingers grp spasmodically the rounded handle of the huge 
dagger in my hand. 


‘Of course you're not," replies the man moving closer to the table. 


He pulls down the lamp hanging from the ceiling; closer above the corpse lying on the table. Then he turns his face 
at me, he grins and winks lewdly. 


"Youre the butcher," he explains 
‘lm no..." 


"You even wear the outtit," he responds, and as he talks, his teeth shine pearly-white, while, from time fo time, 
the tip of his Tongue seems to be licking their edge, in a ferocious yet sexually inviting attitude. 


| frown and look down at myself. My clothes are in the same style as his, but Im also wearing this white apron 
over them. Its a chef's, or, more likely, a butcher's apron 

This is insane! 

"And who might you be?" | ask to stall time. 


"Your assistant, Richard," the man introduces himself with a mockery of courtesy gesture as he keeps grinning. 


Í sigh and rub my forehead in confusion until my hand reaches the end of this chef's cap | realize Im wearing on 


my head 


"Well, Richard.. | have no tucking idea of what Im supposed to do," | confess, walking over to the table on which the 
man in black vinyl lay. 


‘Ah don't worry, no one ever has any fucking idea about anything they are doing," Richard tells me on a cheerful 


Tone that, | guess, wants fo be reassuring "You have to save him," he adds quickly, now on a serious voice. 


"Save him?" 


lm standing near the head of the dead one as Richard is standing by his feet. 


"He isn’t dead?" | ask almost whispering, as Im leaning a bit over the fable to look closer at the one Im supposed to 


operate on 
The man on the tables face is painted in white and he wears black heavy make-up on his eyelids as well 
"E he isn't dead, | might kill him," I start. worried "I have no medical training and." 

E you kil hm, well have to eat his flesh then," Richard announces to me on the most casual tone 


"What?" 


"Well, weve all been starving for weeks on this fucking shp. And, also, we cant leave his body fo remain whole; one 


of the evil spirits might fake over him. Then we'd be really fucked." 
"What evil spirits?" | frown, and | can feel myself shaking my head slowly in disbelief. 
This is a mental hospital, not a shp! 


‘Absinthe must have taken your mind, Till" Richard sneers, and he looks at me with a pair of eyes - blue, just lke 
absinthe. "Those evil demons helping the Dragon." 


"The Dragon? What...?" 

Richard shakes his head slowly, lke he's talking to an idot 

"The one that." 

"Hey!" This third voice cuts off Richards words. 

| look at the man on the table - his eyes are wide open, fixing me with their blue gaze. 
‘Stop chattering and do something!" He demands 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 


Chapter 3 


Chapter B3 


The man on the table lifts his hand and grabs me by the cloth on my chest; he pulls me down, over him, bringing 
my face close fo his 


‘My heart burns, you've got fo take it out!" He hisses his order right onto my face, burning my skin with his boiling 


breath, 'I can't stand it anymore!" He spits the words again, and | can sense extreme pain in his voice. 


‘But L. L." I mumble, propping my hands on the edges of the table, trying to resist his powerful grp that is pulling 


me 
"Who the fuck is the chief butcher on this ship?" He snaps at me 

‘Surely not me," I hear Richard chuckling from behind 

"And who the fuck are you?" | growl, preparing to smack the guy in vinyl 

‘tm Paul, you drunk ass! Now, do your fucking job! Im burning and Im in pain, you alcoholic fuck!" 
"| cant. 


"Listen!" Paul groans, and pulls me all on the table, above him, with incredible force. "Im burning all over! You have 
fo do something now!" 


And yes, | feel hm under me, Ike Im laid on a frying pan on the stove, all burning 
"You have to take out my heart before | implode!" Paul barks into my face. 

‘But I cant! My hands are shaking from all this cold!" 

‘OF course its cold were in the North," comes Richard's giggles 


"Youre cold?" Paul howls at me and rolls on the table over my body, until I am under him. "lil warm you up in no 


time, bastard!" He growls and sticks his body over mine. 
"Paul, L." 


This pair of palms, lke hot iron used to mark cattle, clutches over my wrists, taking my hands and pinning them 
above my head | moan in pain; his heat felt through his vinyl suit is burning my flesh, 


‘Ml show you whining and bitching," Paul hisses as he lays his cheek over mine, rubbing his face against mine, its 
hotness contaminating my skin. Hs hot half whispering, half hissing, pours like melting lava into my ears: '! want to 
fuck you like an animal," he chants as his hands hift my apron 


‘want fo feel you from the inside." And he pulls down my pants 
"Paull" | try to fight him back and | wince, feeling the cold metal of the table against my bare ass. 


‘Lam so burning on the inside." He goes on, pushing away my hands. '! am so dirty on the inside," his demented fiery 
chanting continues, and his breath feels ike fire flaming my ear. 


‘Dor't!" | yell trying to push him away, but all my struggles are in vain 


"Shut the fuck up!" Paul orders, placing his hot vibrating body between my legs. '! want so much to live!" He howls, 
arching back, leaning his head backward, as if he's shouting to the heavens above us 


| dont want this to happen! Yet, Im so cold and his warmth is so luring and soothing over my body; which feels like 


an iceberg 
"You can't do this!" I howl, seeing him unzipping his pants and bringing out his erect cock 


‘Do you want to be tied on the front of the shp for not doing your job?" Paul snaps at me, fighting with me fo 
force me to part my legs wider. "Outside? h the cold?" 


"What?" 


But | cant talk, as | feel entered by this thing like a hot iron thick spear - his stiff member. Its heat is ripping my 
flesh apart, yet my frozen body is welcoming it, and opening to receive as much as possible. | wrap my icy legs 
around the man above me - he's hot Ike a flame - as Paul starts thrusting frantically inside me. And, with each 
of his pounds, burning flashes travel through my fibers, up and down, with the speed of light, chasing away the cold 


inside me. 
‘Do you want to see this fable in flames?" My ears catch his hissing 


| open my eyes, wide; | feel my own cock, hard, slammed rhythmically against Paul's wrapped-in-vinyl abdomen. 
The table underneath is getting hot too; a metal tray on a stove. 


Its all so hot, | will melt soon, consumed by the flames of my own pleasure ignited in me, the same pleasure 
tearing long moans and growls off my chest as | sink deeper on Paul's cock. My clothes will melt on me; flames will 
burst on my skn.. My sweat is dripping off me; | hear droplets dripping off me, hitting the fable and hissing as they 


turn into vapors in that instant. 


Paul leans over my face, his mouth opens, and his teeth part and bite my lps, ripping my flesh. | taste my own 


blood, but | devour his lps back, while this endless stream of lava splashes my insides, liquid flames - his seed 

He detaches his lips off mine, but his mouth starts talking fast right above my mouth: "The six troubadours had to 
escape the City of the Beast, but the only way they could get free was if their bodies would have been killed 
They succeeded in doing that, but only fo find themselves enslaved again, working deep underground in the gold 
mines." 

All my flesh is boiling, burning on my bones; | growl in pain, in his mouth. | arch my back; | grip onto him, in a spasm, 
as | feel lm exploding And, in my movement, | stick the butcher knife in Paul's back. White lava bursts out of me 
flooding my abdomen, and splashing the black shiny vinyl 

Paul arches his back; he's howling, grinning and laughing lke a beast from Hell. Scared, | pull the dagger off his body 
and drop the damn thing on the floor. 

Fuck, what did | do? 


All my thoughts are yelling at me, like trying to get through to me through this roaring wall of flames consuming 


me 
Turn the page! This feeble whisper breaks through Turn the page! 

What page? 

And | remember! 

Im about to fant, devoured by this heat and draned by my own release. 

Turn tt, already! This thought snaps at me, closer to me, this tme. 

My eyes, demented by fear and disgust, catch a glmpse of the image of Richard picking the dagger trom the floor, 
ifting it at the level of his white painted face, while he opens his mouth to sneak a red tongue out and to lick the 
blood off the silvery blade. Hs eyes sparkle blue, as his mouth grins mischevously, but satisfied 

Turn the tucking page, now! 

Around me, flames are dancing on the table; above me, Pauls body.. 

The page! Turn the pagel 


* 
"Wake up, Till! Wake up!" 


Someone is shaking me very hard 


Í realize Im asleep. Or at least | was. 


"Yeah! Leave me, lm tired, for fuck's sake!" | grumble, promising myself that the next time he shakes me, HI punch 
his bloody nose! 


"There's something wrong with her!" The voice almost shrieks in my ears, making me jump in the bed. 


"What?" 

On the edge of my bed sits this teary Flake. 

She'll be so pissed off! My mind warns me. 

"Come!" He pleas and rushes me, in the same time. 

Í jump off the bed and follow him, as he runs through the rooms and hallways of our wooden house. They are all 
dark, since its nighttime, but who would fell anyway. Days looked lke endless twilights, and we could tell when it 
was finally night when we could see the stars on the darkened firmament. 

Actually we could rarely see the stars and the moon, since the sky was almost all the time covered by clouds. 
Flake stops in the threshold of the open bathroom door. Inside | see the others: Paul, Richard, Olli and Christoph 
They stand as if frozen around the huge wooden tub; they have all livid faces and stunned looks in their eyes as 
they stare at the young beautiful woman that appears to have fainted in the bathtub 

The room is lightened by torches; their playful flames make the woman's ivory white skin to glitter dimly, while her 
long, black hair shines lke a dark diamond aura around her face and shoulders. She is still so beautiful. She always 
has been Beautiful and cruel, | tell myself, looking at the table near the tub - of course, the golden powder! 


"Do something!" | hear beside me Christoph’s pleading whisper. 


The woman in the tub, and the tub are huge compared to us. Oll, the tallest of us, could barely reach a bit above 
her knee. 


‘She must be dead!" | emit this dry whisper: 

"Shut the fuck up!" Paul hisses angrily at me, as if | committed some blasphemy, 

The image of her bending Paul over her knee and spanking hm pretty hard for some stupid reason, and him 
screaming and pleading in pain, crosses my mind Ike a flash It happened only few days ago. Yet, it was heresy to 


state the obvious, that she was gone. For good 


‘Maybe she just fainted," Richard says softly. 


The last month we haven't found any gold in the mines and she was furious. Until this evening This evening we 

returned home with a little gift that made her really happy - a gold nugget. She was jubilant, and treating us very 
Kindly for a change, but, while we were enjoying all her attention, we knew deep inside that soon shed use up that 
nugget and we would have to find another one. But the mines were exhausted already, we'd have to dig deeper or 


find other gold mines to be able to support her habit 


"E was all my fault!" Paul's sudden burst makes me tum fo see hm covering his face with his palms, leaning 
foward Olli and resting his head against his shoulder as he cries with loud sobs. 


"What the fuck is wrong with hm?" | say turning toward Richard, but this one looks at me just as angry. 
Christoph goes to Paul and hugs him. 

"E hurt so bad when she punished me, I just wished she would dle," Paul explains between sobs 

"Dont be stupid!" | grumble. 


"Till" Flake hisses and throws me this glance, like saying that I should show more sympathy under these 


circumstances. 
"What do we do now?" Ollis whisper sounds so desperate, and so lost 
"I guess we'll have to bury her," | say, trying not to sound annoyed when seeing them acting like idiots. 


Í turn fo leave the room. I dont want to see anymore that white skin glittering through the water, her still crimson 
red lps, and her perfect face contours.. And | can't even feel sad 


"We can't just put her in the ground" Richards voice stops me. 

| look again at hm and then at the others 

"We can't do that, Til," Flake adds on a low voice 

"Then well put her in a tree Ike the Indans used to do with their dead!" | growl and leave the bathroom in haste 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 


Chapter 14 


Chapter 14 


/ run until | get out of the house and stop there, on the stairs. I sit on a step, while looking at the dark skies. It's so 
cold 


It has been so cold since the Sun disappeared First the Sun, now this. At least about the Sun we didn't give much 
shit. We were working in the mines, underground. And we were getting up so early in the mornings fo go to work 
We would cross the woods and climb down into the pitch-dark mouths of the mines, and we were spending all our 
days there. By the time we got out, crossed the woods back and got home, the day was over already. Only that 
once the Sun was gone from the skies, the forest transformed into a bunch of dried wooden tree trunks. All the 
leaves were gone, making the trees look Ike giant hands with long claws, frozen as if they were trying to grab the 
clouds in the sky. 


‘Maybe she overdosed on gold," comes this soft and sad whisper. It's Flake. 

‘No shit, Sherlock!" | blurt out, but | dont even bother to turn and face him. 

She was the sense and all the reason of our existence. Now what? 

We should go get that stupid Sun. Weren't we supposed to do that from the start? 


"| know you are very upset, Till | know you love her just as much as we do, and you dont want fo show it too 
much, but please be careful, the others are already very.." Flake starts explaining, but as | finally turn to face him, 
his voice becomes gradually weaker and softer. "Treating them lke that only makes things worse," he adds. 


This sudden explosion in my chest warms me for a second, but | retrain from snapping at the tall, slender guy in 


front of me. 


Since that day - the day the Sun went away - the skies turned into this metallic gray color with shades of green 
The ground tumed from brown into black, the wood of the trees became gray with blue shades. Even the light 
coming from the heavens was cold gray and dusky. The only spot of color was from that one apple hanging from 
the branches of an old, lank tree growing on a small hilltop not too far from our house. 


l look in that direction and see both hills. Through the dusky light | see the huge shape of that guitar resting on the 
other hill No one could tell what was with that guitar there. Richard and Paul wanted to make it play, but it was 
not only too big for their small bodies, but they couldnt even make the strings resound The legend went that it 
was left ike that by some giants, stuck in the tough rock of the hill, and that there could be only one person in 


the whole world that could play if, a special person, and only at one special single moment in time ever. 


Get inside, Flake, you're freezing," | tell him, trying to make my raspy voice sound rather gentle. | am freezing too. 


Yet, | feel so numb. So numb inside, as if this fist is clenched over my guts and doesnt want fo let go, doesn’t 
allow me feel it The sadness | crave so badly to feel the sadness. 


Paul had given up trying to make that guitar sing, but Richard was spending a lot of time in the shadow cast by 
the immense, made of stone body of the guitar. Not one of us said fo him anything about if, but everyone knew 
that in his moments of sadness and when he was upset he would run there, to that hill, sit near the guitar, whisper 
fo it and caress its cold body with his palm. 


/ follow Flake inside the house; we go to the eating room where we find the others sitting around the long fable of 
yellowish wood. We all sit on both sides, keeping the seat at the head of the table empty. Thats where she used to 


sit, on her big chair. 


Paul isn’t crying anymore (thank God!), they all sit in silence, avoiding looking at each other. Their eyes are red, tired 
and swollen Right where Im sitting, on the table, under my hands, there are some black old lines on the wood My 
glance follows their pattern - | am lke a giant looking down to the intricate bodies of roads carved in the yellowish 


mass 
"We have to build her a coffin of crystal," | say. "And we will put the coffin on the hill, under the apple tree." 


All| can hear are some stifled comments. The bench Im sat on shakes a bit, as the others sitting on it are moving 


The table quivers a bit under my elbows too, but I dont look at them. They know Im right and they will do as I 
Say. 


The purest crystal for the coffin, the softest and finest white sik for the sheets and the pillow on which her 
beautiful head will rest for eternity. True beauty never dies, | murmur as the six of us struggle to carry the 
heavy casket fo the top of the hill Under the old and scrawny apple tree. She will remain there forever, sleeping, 
under the crystal lid 


None of us says anything as we prepare everything, as we place the coffin under the tree, but | know that the 
others shed a tear from time to time. There's even this icy breeze carrying scattered snowflakes between the 
dried dark silhouettes of the trees, only in my soul there's this stillness. | don't feel any different, just calm. | think 
of the missing Sun as | look at the others bending over the edge of the coffin, one by one, to place one last kiss on 
her marble white forehead She appears as if sleeping the most peacetul sleep, ever. Her beautifully shaped 
eyebrows dont frown anymore that simple gesture having the effect of causing havoc, and panic among us, her 


clear blue eyes don’t get shadowed by anger nor by her drugged state, anymore. 


But | cant. | can admire her beauty, | can feel for the others for being so sad, but it's lke | cant force myself to 
feel upset and bothered by her death We remain all standing around the coffin All, but Richard, who runs toward 
the other hil. The hil with the giant guitar. 


We are all tired, we havent been sleeping for three days, and we havent been working or doing anything else. All 
we did was to prepare everything for this funeral. But in a way it was good, because all that work kept our hands 
and our minds busy so we wouldn't sink and be drawn into the darkest pain and despair. 


Í look again at her young body between the white siky linen We didn't even have flowers to put with her, red roses 
fo match her undying beauty. Since the Sun disappeared, all flowers disappeared She used to eat all those red 
apples Flake was picking for her from this very tree; he would wash and dry them for her. But then, one day the 
Sun didn't rise anymore, and everything that was alive and colorful died slowly. It was like even the gold nuggets we 
were digging out for her dried out, turned into the darkest earth 


Something makes me raise my head suddenly. | look at the others. Im thinking that somehow | should feel guilty for 
not thinking of her, for not feeling that sadness so profound to bring tears into my eyes. Its not that | don't love 
her, | love her just as much as they do, but its like Im all dried out of any feelings, any tears, and any sadness. 


We used fo gather around her, embrace her body, too fall for us, and she would caress our foreheads and 
shoulders. We were all venerating her because she was the reason of all our existence in this land of hills, 


mountains and enchanted forests. 


First | sense it as a gentle quiver of the frozen ground under our feet. Then, as if a second wave crosses the 
world and makes the dead apple tree shake a bit A dark and grave pitched but constant note. We all twist our 
heads as if on command - on the hill we see Richard standing behind that guitar. It can't be true. 


But, yes, it is! A new note, a higher and stronger note - the guitar has come back fo life. But as it plays another 
note, the sound is so loud, making our little world quiver again. Richard, though, seems not to notice that, as he 
continues playing this sad and dark as a threat song - all that pain gathered, all the suffering, all those things one 
wouldn't put in words. And his song becomes even louder and stronger, like a lament of the whole world, while the 
whole world shakes and shivers. All the dead trees in the forest wave slowly, in the rhythm of the song, rocks 
detach from the curved shape of the hill and fall, the breeze turns into a strong gasp of wind that whips our 
faces with icy snowflakes, the apple hanging on the contorted and lank branch balances dangerously and the tree 
shivers as if crossed by flashes of life. 


"E will break the coffin!" | yell at the others, my voice swallowed by the loud sounds of the song 


We can barely stand foo, as the earth moves under our feet. | reach out my hands, | see Olli stretching his hands 
too to catch if, but the shiny red and yellow fruit falls right between our fingers. At its impact the crystal lid 
cracks, thousands of white icy lines spreading over its surface. It looks like an ocean covered by a crust of ice and 
now the ice is breaking into millions of shiny sharp pieces. And the millons of shiny sharp pieces are flying 
everywhere - tears of an angel in agony. But Richard continues his lament, his song undisturbed, not seeing what | 


see - her eyelids fluttering, her blue eyes regaining color and focus as she looks at us and realizes who we are. 
‘Oh, fuck, she's gonna be so pissed! Oh, fuck!" 


But we cant run away from her anger. We remain there, stunned, as if our feet have been glued to the ground 
We watch her as she rises slowly in her coffin, shaking her head to get rid of the pieces of glass that have fallen 


in her hair and on her shoulders. 


She will break us! She will destroy us! 


But | cant move. We can't move; we all watch her, terrified, how she pushes away the white transparent veil that 
was covering her body and her face. 


Richard! Richard doesn't know! 
The page! Im thinking in that moment: 
She looks straight to me, her eyes filled with hatred and disdain 


Turn the page! My mind yells, probably my mouth does too, but the song; the voice of the huge guitar of gray 
stone is covering my words and is shattering this world fo pieces. Millions of shiny and broken pieces, flying like 
snowflakes in a snowstorm. 


Under my horrified glance | see the dark, gray with green shades sky splitting open, and the Earth is shaking so 
violently we all fall All, but her, as she stands up in her crystal coffin, taller than ever, her skirt yellow even 
more than the gold we used to dig for her, her blouse, bluer than the sunniest summer sky, her lps redder than all 
the blood in the world 


"The Sun can be brought back only by a living person, but you all, fools, you are all dead! Dead, you fools, all six of 
you are dead!" 


Her laugh and her voice are louder than the song, than the moans and the grunts of this world deafening me as Im 
falling down, as Im falling fast while my mind asks desperately for the page fo turn 


The damn page! 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 


Chapter [5 


Author's Notes: 
Guest appearance-Apocalyptica 


Chapter [5 
First, | feel as if the whole world is shaking with me, then, the poke in the ribs 


"Wake up!" This grumpy voice transcends through the darkness behind my eyelids. "Wake up, or we're all fucked, 
Til!" 


/ open my eyes, slowly, as if afraid of what | might see. But when I look | realize | know this room: small, all 
covered in bluish white - the cabin on the shp. Near my bed, Flake, but he looks, oh so weird! White painted face, 
around his eyes - black circles. Hs lps are black as well 


"We reached the ice, Til," he tells me, whispering, on a concerned tone, as if he is trying to smother his panic. 


Í rise on my elbows and look around the small room, as | feel the slight balance of what | suppose to be the shp. 
Then | look back at him. He leans a bit more above me. 


"And what the fuck am I supposed to do?" | ask, whispering too, faking the same concerned tone. 
Actually | had no tucking idea what he was talking about. What ice? 

"Why the fuck are you coming to me?" | add, still whispering 

Flake straightens his back, his eyes scrutinizing my face. 


"You are the chief-butcher here, Till," he tells me on a calm, yet very grave Tone. "You are running the show here. 


You are taking us to the place where the Dragon hides the Sun" 

"Oh, ok" I mumble 

"The others are waiting, we should make a plan about navigating through the Ocean with ke." 
Ok, then, if the others are waiting. 


| get off the bed with numbed movements. | feel dizzy and the slight turns of the shp dont help me either. I's 
cold, so cold 


| follow Flake through the narrow and freezing hallways of the shp until we reach a larger room that looks rather 
lke a sitting room. Flake enters first, but | remain startled in the threshold 


The room is barely lit, only its center, where there are four stil sihouettes, four guys. Seeing them | hesitate, not 
knowing whether to freak out or to just burst into laughter. On the left there's Olli - his face is painted white, 
making his baldhead glow like a fluorescent skull in the dimly lit room. There are dark circles painted around his 
eyes; he is wearing one of those [8th century suits of velvet, with white lacey shirts and pants ending under the 
knee and with white long socks. He is sitting at what resembles a judge's desk, and his right hand holds a judge's 
hammer. Near him there's Paul, standing, holding a golden horn in his hands. Hs face is also painted in white and 
wearing heavy black make-up. Hs clothes are the same [8th century style. Next to Paul is what | recognize to be 
an electric chair; Flake is heading toward that chair and sits on it. Near the chair is Christoph, wearing the same 
black make-up on his white painted face. He's dressed with one of those white and large shirts, and has spiky hair 
But what creeps me is the fact that he is hanging by his neck, by a rope. And on the right, near the wall, | 
recognize Richard, his face is painted in white and covered with black and blue make-up too. He also wears one of 
those large white shirts. Hs face is turned to me, but just as the others, not a muscle moves on it - he stands 
still near that wall, with his hand on what seems to be the handle fo charge the electricity and then discharge it 
through the electric chair. 


Christoph's body that is dangling slightly as the ship balances through the wave catches my attention Hs blue eyes 
gisten dementedly through the shadowiness of the room. 


Ok, Im here, what happened?" I dare to ask, struggling with myself to refrain from any other reaction | have the 
feeling that | recognize This image. 


"We reached the North," comes what I recognize fo be Ollis voice, even if | haven't seen his lps moving. He's not 
looking at me either; he is rather facing Flake who is sitting on his electric chair. Yep, | know this image, for sure. 


‘And this is good, right?" | ask, not knowing what fo say. 
"The ocean is covered by blocks of ice," comes Paul's voice. | can’t see his lps moving either. 
"We must navigate carefully, thats why you have to be here." 


"Yes, Richard, but why..?" | start, but this stumble of the ship cuts my words off. The whole room shakes with us 
all, and we all fall to the floor like pieces of dominos wiped down with a single gesture. 

Suddenly, the shp stops. Then - this long metallic moan, as if this iron whale we're in is fighting the ice block that 
stopped her from her way. Affer this grunted lament we hear the waves splashing the exterior walls of the shp. 


Paul stands on his feet and runs out of the room, followed by Richard Then Christoph - God knows how he got 
down from that rope - rushes out of the room. Oli and Flake run outside foo, and I decide | should follow them as 


well 


As | climb the narrow, ellptical metallic stairs, | remember - it was that picture from Nele’s fairy tales book she 
asked me fo read for her. | used to have a house in the country with walls covered by shelves filled with books. 
And | was reading to my daughter from some of those books. 


| stop on the last step - the strong white light coming from outside suddenly blinds me. We all climb on the deck 
of the shp; my eyes get accustomed to the light bit by bit and | see our shp that looks rather like a war vessel, 
in the middle of a white field As | turn, wherever I look, there's nothing but this immense surface covered by white 
ice. But, slowly and with long moans, the ice cracks; lines slm as hair strands, growing slowly wide enough to allow 
our ship to move forward 


‘Do we have any idea where are we heading?" | hear myself asking as | step toward the metallic grid at the edge 
of the shp's deck 


"We are going to catch the Dragon, fight it and get the Sun from it," | hear Richard's voice near me. 


As | am near the edge, | look downward to see all those ice blocks floating around our shp, on the black waters of 


the ocean, 


"Yes, but do we know where it is?" | ask, while looking fascinated at the ice blocks amongst which our shp is making 
its way with difficulty. 


The ship hits another ice block and it shakes, leaning a bit on a side with a groan, but it regains balance and 
continues its way. 


"They say its on an island, in the North, thats all anyone knows about the Dragons lair," Paul intervenes 
‘How did the others get there?" | recall that story that | was reading 
Richard and Paul don’t answer as | scrutinize the huge, gray and thick sky above us 


Then, it happens again. The shp hits fully a big ice block with a thud, followed by dull grunts and screeching while 
the black waters of the ocean stretch out through the crack in the ice lke hungry tentacles ready fo grab our old 
ship. Our metallic home moves slowly a bit further, but then bumps again into the tough ice. It groans and trembles, 
as the ice refuses to break 


"Oh, fuck!" Thats all | can hear, that desperate sigh, followed by that sound as if all the joints and screws on the 
body of our ship are lamenting together in unison, as the floor inclines on a side, making us all fall again. The shp 


moves with us, throwing our bodies from one side to the other. 


| try to grab a bar, but its so cold that it almost burns my palm. As | withdraw my hand in reflex, before realizing 
what Im doing, the shp inclines more and | feel myself swept away. All | hear is that shout of "Till" before | feel 
that Kick in my skull Everything goes black before my eyes. 


"Bombs! Down!" 


Pushed. Shoved again Thrown fo the ground My knees hit the asphalt. Pain spreads into my legs. instinctively | 
cover my head with my hands 


The whole world shakes and shivers under my chest, under my thighs. Particles fall over my back Ike a rain. Then 
the sound, the "bam!" tearing my ears, splitting my brain, shatters my whole being | figure that this was an 


immense explosion 
Cadenced barks of machine guns follow the explosion 
Then, silence falls harsh and brutal like the strike of a sword 


| dare to move my hands and lift my head | cant see anything through this mist of dust rushing to fill my mouth 
and my eyes. | blink heavily, | cough and | spit - there's dust on my tongue and my lps, fasting like a hot powdery 


poison rushing toward my lungs. 
‘Phew, that was close!" | hear Christoph’s cheerful tone coming through the mist: 


| stand up slowly, with unsure movements; the atmosphere around me is clearing up bit by bit and I start fo see. 
lm wearing black formal suit pants, just as Christoph, and a white shirt and black leather coat. As I feel an unusual 
weight on my shoulder, | notice that it's the strap of a flamethrower | am carrying Just as Christoph 


Wait a minute! Flamethrower? 


Christoph throws me glances from time to time, as he's dusting off his clothes. Hs hair is cut very short, military 


style. 


"What was that?" | force my own voice to get through the cotton-like dust deposited into my throat. 
"Bombs," he fells me, calmly, as he's wiping the dust off his black suit 


‘Oh, that," | mumble while wondering how come we're wearing suits and shirts on this day, hot like hell. Where is the 


ship, where's the frozen ocean, where are the others? 


Silence again, only the merciless sun beating down on my face. | raise my hand to my head and pull down my 


sunglasses. Christoph puts his glasses on too. 


| look around for the others, but it is only the two of us, standing in the middle of a street. On both sides are ruins 
- forn up corpses of what used to be buildings in a town Bricks, white and gray remains of walls like rotten teeth 


sticking out of a monstrous mouth 


‘Another hot day of August," | hear Christoph muttering beside me as we start walking on the empty road covered 
with dust and potholes. | don't reply, | am just thinking that this is wrong 


| keep turning my head, from left to right, from right to left, looking inside the houses through the ruined walls - 
scorched green wallpaper with smudges that used to be floral patterns, partial burnt family pictures hanging, 
pictures of families and people that used fo live there. 


Ím thinking that it used to be joy and happiness, tears and sadness, voices laughing, talking, singing, love and hatred 
Now there's only the stench of rotting corpses, a smell so heavy that seems to press over any standing thing in 
the deserted streets, in this dry heat. 


Suddenly, my ears pick something, a low and far-off lament. So feeble at first, lke a creature making its way 
shyly toward the hot as a frying pan skies. But with each step we make toward the source of that sinuous sound 
it is growing stronger, bolder and louder. Someone is playing a violin or a cello, pinching its strings, making them 
sound joyful and sad in the same time. Then, in the background, the siky voice of another cello or violin. They 
sound so soft and calm. A third one joins them, an intricate lament - dark and high-pitched tones one after 


another, until the three voices unite to become stronger and stronger. 
What the fuck? 
Death and music, the thought crosses my mind 


We keep walking foward the source of the music that coils and rises over the empty and motionless streets, lke a 
vivid and lively playful creature. Jumping, crawling, now bold and daring, next timid and sad 


All three sound very powerful and loud, fast, threatening, growing quicker and quicker. 


h a reflex gesture | touch slightly the flamethrower's barrel, ike to reassure myself; | feel Christoph just as tense 
as he is walking by my side. 


At one point | feel this wave crossing under our feet, and the ground quivers under our steps as we hear 


explosions, but very far away from us. 


The music continues, but all in unison, strong and furious lke milions of bees chasing an enemy. Then, from the 
body of the melody, this higher sound detaches, like a violin played by an insane and angry mad man, getting faster 
and faster. 


The raging music is getting louder and firmer, under the killing sun, among stinking corpses of humans and buildings. A 
weird requiem struggling to overcome the voices of death spreading bombs and spitting fire machine guns 


| take off my sunglasses as we reach the end of our street. h the middle of a round piazza, between fallen pieces 
of columns, glass and twisted iron bars, | spot three silhouettes sat on three chairs; three men holding between 


their knees the varnished wooden bodies of cellos The three men seem to not have noticed us, as they continue fo 


play their cellos with passion, furiously. 


We stop in front of the odd trio; Christoph is taking off his sunglasses too, his face becomes grave, wearing a mien 
of respect. 


The melody becomes slower, more tempered, and one by one the cellos get quiet, leaving the tune with a sad 
ending note. 


~ To Be Continued ~ 
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Chapter |b 
The silence covers us again, bit by bit, and the ruins of this town torn by the war. 
"Oh, no!" Christoph bursts, panicked, like pulled out of a trance. "Don’t stop! Keep playing!" 


But the three men rest the cellos beside them; they stand up and start shaking each other's hands and patting on 
the shoulders. 


"Magnificent!" They congratulate each other. "Exquisite!" 

All three guys, young men, wear suits, as if they were at the King’s ball First one is wearing a dark red velvet suit, 
with a top hat to match, and blue, square lenses sunglasses. The second one, in the middle, looking very young, has 
this incredible long and very blond hair, and wears this black suit and impeccable white gloves. Only he knows how 
he can play with them, but | dont waste much time to wonder as I look at the third guy, brunette, dressed in a 


black velvet suit too, but wears these welder glasses 

"This was so beautifull" Christoph tells them 

"Thank you, si" They reply to hm 

"What piece was that?" Christoph asks. Forgive my ignorance, but it wasn't anything that." 

‘Oh, this is our own creation, our own fight," says the youngest of the three, a blond long-haired guy 
"They sing their symphony of destruction; we, our rhapsody of hope," adds the second one 

"How come youre playing here?" | ask 


"Where should we, then?" The older one says, and makes a wide gesture as if showing us all the ruins and the 


debris around. 
"They destroyed all the places where someone could play. They and their fucking war!" The blond intervenes. 


"Who's fighting?" | want to know. 


‘Like anyone remembers anymore," states the second one, while arranging his long black hair. 
"I feels as if its been lke this since the beginning of times," says the older one. ‘Its just another war like all wars; 
everyone dies, no one wins, the children continue the fight of their fathers," he explains while arranging the book of 


notes in front of hm. 


‘But you are stil alve," says Christoph "Arent you afraid that you might get hit by a bullet or a bomb while 
you're sitting here and playing? You should go to a safer place." 


"Where?" The dark longhaired man shrugs. 
"Why aren't you fighting to defend yourselves?" I ask 


"We are musicians, not solders. This is our fight, these are our weapons," says the youngest one, pointing to his 


cello, 
"Where do you live then?" | wonder. "I mean where do you guys sleep, eat, and all that stuff?" 


‘Catacombs. There used to be a graveyard." The one with the welders glasses starts, but the one with the top 
hat interrupts him. 


"Shall we start the next piece, gentlemen?" 

‘Oh, yes please!" Christoph says, seeming all excited and eager to listen to them more. 

The other two nod in agreement. 

They all three seem to freeze for a second, faking position, getting ready. Then, in unison, their cellos resound on 
firm, deep-pitched tones, the music starting fo rise again like a lively creature with an immaterial serpent-like body, 
emerging among cadenced barks of guns and cannons. 

‘Here you are!" | hear behind us. 

/ turn and see Flake coming over to us 

‘Lets go!" 

But Christoph’s arm stops him. We remain there for a few minutes watching the guys playing this soft melody, a 
song so sad that it seems that even the cannons, affer two or three blasts, silence their dark mouths. The guys 
are so wrapped up in what they are doing, and into their song, they seem fo not feel the earth shaking when 


bombs explode not too far away from our place, nor hear the lethal whisper followed by the deafening "bam!" as 
more bombs are dropped from planes flying above this rotting city. The three mens song increases in strength, 


becomes full of force and powertul, a furious voice against all the destruction, a voice that, after saying what it 
has to say, it lowers and mellows its tone, becoming softer and softer, until it disappears back in the wooden, 
lacquered bodies of the three cellos 

It is as if the whole Universe ceased rotating and revolving 


"This is amazing," Christoph whispers, finally. 


"Thank you," says the one with the welder's glasses, but when he notices the glare the one with the top hat throws 
him he stops, again 


‘Im sorry, | guess our presence here makes you feel uncomfortable," | say and turn to leave, hoping that Flake and 
Christoph will follow me. 


"We didn’t mean to be rude," I hear the blond guy's voice, "But these days its hard to trust anyone. Especially with 
that Beast." 


"We are going to find it and kill it," Flake replies. "As soon as we find the others," he mumbles 

The three guys look back at us in silence for a couple of minutes. 

"Well, were in for a coffee break. Will you join us?” The one with long blond hair invites us. 

‘No, thank you," | refuse. "We have to get going," and the threatening buzz of a plane covers my words. 
"This is going to be close," the one with the welders glasses says on a calm tone. "We should take cover." 


"Ah, the hell with them!" The one with the top hat replies, remaining sat on his chair, as the other two throw 
themselves on the ground, grabbing their cellos and trying to protect them with their own bodies 


Christoph, Flake and I throw ourselves to the ground too, as the Universe shakes with us all, grunts and moans; | 
sense the dust filling up all my holes, | can taste it deep in my throat too. For a few minutes Im deafened and 
blinded by this boiling hot yellow mist. Then, as the dust settles back, | can see that the others are stil alive; they 
rise on their feet, wiping the dust off their clothes 


"This was a big one," the two guys comment while taking their seats back on their chairs. The third one pulls out 
this ridiculously long handkerchief and starts cleaning the dust of his glasses first, then his face. 


"You could have gotten killed," | tell him. 


"We all could," he sighs "They destroyed everything, there's no where to go, there's nothing to do. All we have are 


the catacombs under a graveyard What can one do there?" 


"Just sit in the dark and inhale all that fungus growing on the walls?" The one with the long blond hair completes 
him. 


‘So here we are," the one with the welders glasses adds while uncapping what seems fo be a thermos, but covered 
by dust too. "So, do you want to join us for coffee?" 


‘No, thank you," Flake replies. "We have to go get the others" 

‘Suit yourself, then," the blond one says 

"Thank you for the songs, they were great," Christoph says and we all start walking 

‘Good luck in finding the Beast," the three guys tell us as we pass by them 

We keep walking on the empty streets quarded by the scarred ruins; after a while, between blasts and explosions, 
my ears catch that by now barely audible song. Im thinking that the three finshed their coffee break and now 
they are singing again It seems that a fight is taking place, between the growls, grunts and barks of guns and the 
three cellos, in a shattered nameless town, under a fierce sun melting the asphalt we are stepping on 

As we go further, the sounds of the war and the music fade slowly behind us; ruins get scarcer, as a field, with 
yellow, burnt by sun grass, is taking place of the streets. We stil get fo see guns and tanks rusting under the sun, 
and scattered human bodies and limbs decomposing in heat. 

‘lm going to puke soon," | hear this whisper, but | cant realize who spoke. Maybe it was my own thoughts. 

The field we're walking in has this dry grass, almost brown, but glittering like bronze in the afternoon sun. h the 
middle of the field, in front of us, still afar, | spot the dark silhouette of a wooden barrack that seems to be the 
point we are walking to. 


Í would really ike to know where are we going now, Im thinking. And what is that about the others? 


"Oli, Paul and Richard have been caught by the Beasts servants, and we have to rescue them," Flake answers me 


as if he'd read my thoughts. 
| touch the barrel of the flamethrower Im carrying as | realize now why. 


"We are almost there," Flake whispers near me. Ol, Richard and Paul are in that shack??? And, how and when did 
they manage to fall prisoners info the Beasts claws, affer all? But | refrain myself from asking about all that 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 
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Chapter I7 


A bar. Music again. Drinks. And a lot of people. Its so noisy inside that the sound of the slamming door behind us 
dsspates before even being heard 


‘Watch out for these, they are the Beasts evil guardan spirits." Christoph’s lips move almost voiceless near my 


ear. 

My glance follows the slim and flexible body of a woman that passes by me to mingle among other women and 
men in this bar. The obsessive pounding of the drums, the humid sweat, the enticing movements of the flesh, 
sounds of glasses and bottles, loud streams of laughter, scents of perfume and alcohol.. 

"We should take a seat," Flake suggests 


"Where are the others?" | ask, following Flake to an empty fable near the stage. 


‘Don't drink their Champagne, it's a drug meant to subdue any living person," Christoph advises me, instead of 


answering my question 


‘Are we here to destroy them?" | almost shout to make myself heard over the loud music, a luring tune, 


overwhelming, yet so sensual 
"Nope," answers Flake with his glance lost in admiring a brunette dancing on the stage, right in front of us. 


He sits with his head leaned backward, his eyes stuck on the round shapes moving languorously. Her skin shines 
under colored electric lights, her full round breasts, lke half melons, jump inside the black and silver bra, her 
exposed thighs are long and siky, while her whole body moves like its all muscles, just like the body of the 
incredible thick and long serpent coiled around her divine form. 


On the same stage | spot this cage where there are two chidren with blond hair, but their eyes are surrounded by 
black make-up. But then, on the farthest point of the stage | see them - Oll, Richard and Paul 


They are singing, they are the live band entertaining the clients for this day, they are accompanying the woman's 


dance. 


They look so neat in their suits; they seem not to have noticed us, they just carry on with their show, while the 
customers focus on the dancing woman at the edge of the stage, right in front of Flake. And Flake seems just as 
hypnotized as a snake by a flutist. Thats when I notice how neat our clothes look foo. | wonder where all that dust 
and sweat disappeared. 

‘How the hell did they manage to get caught?" I ask 

"| don't know, but it has to be the six of us, otherwise we can't beat the shit out of that lizard," Christoph replies 


"This is so.." | start as Im lighting myself a cig, not before throwing another glance to what is happening on the 
stage. 


h the hand of the woman appears this bottle of Champagne. The woman smiles, a thousand of sweet promises 
smile, as Flake is caressing her ankle. She starts pouring the liquor from the bottle over her knee, and the liquid 
moves languidly along her ivory-like shin, to her foot, into Flake's mouth 

"Fuck!" Christoph yells, jumping to his feet, kicking Flake's chair, and making him fall on the floor. 


h the same second, men and women - red sparkles lke flames of Hell in their eyes, surround us 


But Christoph doesn't seem intimidated as he kicks the table, making it fall, and, with it, the dancer too. 

‘Now those flamethrowers would be good," | hear myself growling 

h that instant | feel in my palm the rounded thick barrel of the flamethrower. | clutch my fingers over it; | lift it, 
aim at those surrounding us, and, like in a reflex gesture, squeeze the trigger. lh the same moment the machine 
starts spitting this long line of fire, lke a red and burning tongue. Bodies ignite like paper and burn with hissing 
sounds, their ashes falling ike a gray snow on the wooden floor. 

"Run!" Christoph yells at me as he grabs Flake's hand and starts dragging him away. 

‘Behind youl" | hear this husky voice. 

| turn around and fry this man that's now transforming into a creature getting ready to attack me. 

"Thanks man!" | throw over my shoulder to Richard, while watching the demon becoming a pile of smoking ashes 


| push another creature and jump on the stage. 


‘Lets fry some demon ass!" This war cry makes me twist my head, near me is Paul, turning his flamethrower on 


and starting to torch the creatures of Hell that are assaulting us. 


Encouraged, | do the same, delightedly watching the fire tongues burning these two monsters that followed me onto 
the stage. 


‘Mother fuckers!" Richard's war cry too, and he's fighting with his own share of monsters 

"We're surrounded!" Olli announces to us. 

‘Run, run Till, and turn the page to open the door on the back-stage!" Christoph is shouting at me, while with one 
hand he's maneuvering his flamethrower, and with the other he is holding Flake to protect him against the monsters’ 
stretched arms, claiming his body. 

‘Do if!" | hear Richard 

‘Hl cover youl" Paul assures me. 

| turn on my feet and run toward the curtains covering the back of the stage. 

"Hurry!" | hear through enraged growls, shouts of pain, and the scorching sounds of burning bodies 

Like from nowhere, in front of me appears this creature with eyes lke two incandescent coals, its face resembling 
a skull being covered by a yellow-brownish skin looking lke parchment. The creature grins at me, revealing its huge 
fangs threateningly. 

Only when seeing in the background a worried Paul signaling me that | should go and fulfill my task, | realize | am 
standing motionless in front of this creature, paralyzed by shock | grab the flamethrower, aim and turn it on. h 


the next second in front of me is just this immense moving and howling-in-pain tire. 


They said | should turn the page, | repeat in my mind while running toward the back of the stage, looking for that 


door, as Im getting closer and closer fo if. 
Í picture in my mind the impact of my shoulder as | bump into the door, rather than feeling it 
¥* 


First | don't even realize what's happening. | only feel the bright white light as if kicking into my pupils, and my own 
body's free falling 


"TLL!" 


That shout slashes the air as | sense falling into freezing water, so freezing that at first it feels like fire burning my 
skin 


Fuck!" 


And | figure it - lm in water, must be the Ocean in the North 


| hold my breath. | open my eyes. I look up, and fight with my own limbs not to let them turn instantly into ice, 
but force them to move. Cmon, help me get to the surface! 


But up there, where there should have been the door fo fresh air for my lungs to breathe again, | see this wide 
thing lke a ceiling 


lm tucked! 


And | curse my own hands and legs, and | order them to keep moving, fo help me swim along the icy ceiling, as Im 
hoping to reach to a crack in it. And | fight with the cold, and the thick water and my own sore muscles | try to 
kick the ice, to break it, but the water slows my movements. Now Im fighting with my own eyes to keep them 
open, while struggling with myself to hold my breath just for one more split of a second, just one more, before | 


inhale the water. 


My fingers cling onto the sturdy cold surface above my head, as Im begging it to break. No, | dont want to give in 
yet, even if | know Im about to let the water fill my nostrils. A thought about me struggling like that, all those 
erratic movements not helping me, that | should calm down, crosses my mind My mind catches another glimpse of 
the massiveness of the ice block above me, the feeling of my own body with slowed movements due to the 


thickness of the water, before | get ready to admit it. | know it, but I still refuse to admit. 


Thats when | catch it - a feeble sound of a voice singing, a woman's suave voice saying "A day without you is lke 
a bird without singing ..." 


| must be hallucinating, Im thinking, as | turn around as if looking for the one singing It cant be possible, Im in the 
water, | fell myself as | leave behind the surface covered by the block of ice and swim toward the spot I think is 


the source of the voice. 


"Youre the hunter.." | catch again the voice, but now its singing a new song, and the further | swim toward the 
depths of the ocean, the clearer | hear the voice. It has some sort of suavity mixed with an unimaginable strength, 


and | feel as if Im lured to it, drugged by it 


‘lm the hunted," the voice carries on, on a high pitch This is how angels must sound when singing, | think, as | swim 


faster. 


The waters feel even colder around me, but for some unknown reason it doesn't bother me anymore. Also, they 
seem to get thicker and darker, a dense dark green, but that doesn't bother me either - the voice is guiding me. 
And Im not afraid of swimming further, toward the bottom of the ocean | realize that | dont have problems with 
the breathing anymore. But | dont give it too much thought, as | am more concerned about getting to the one 


singing with such a soothing and surreal voice. 


At one point | see something far away from me - a shadow in the shape of a human body sitting on the edge of 


a rock, as the rock seems fo be the peak of an under-water mountain. Thats when the voice stops singing. 


Suddenly | feel the coldness and the pressure of the water. | move, slowly, though, toward that shadow. But the 
shadow remains there, still - at least Im not hallucinating. And | get even closer, stil with slow movements, thinking 
that whoever might be there could get scared by my appearance. 


The figure sitting there doesn't get scared though; the voice starts again, another song, the words seeming to pour 
from the water and mingling with if. | cant realize whether Im hearing the singing for real or it's only in my head 


"Travel the days of freedom, roads leading everywhere.. " The voice sings, as Im getting even closer toward the 
silhouette sitting on the rock. ".. follow the dying embers," it goes on, and | see more clearly the roundness of a 


woman's shoulders, the shape of her arms crossed over her chest: 


‘Imagine the burning embers, they glow afar, you won't remember and all you'll find there, is love. Ashes are 
burning brightly," she continues, as if she hasn't seen me. "The smoke can be seen from afar. So now youre seeing 


how far, ashes are burning the way.." 


Her face surely looks like a womans face, with childish features, but her head is covered by white fur, and on top 


of it she has a pair of rounded ears, like of a bear. 
‘Actually, | am a mermaid!" 


/ look at her, startled, not by the way she looks, but by the fact that she didn’t even open her mouth to 


pronounce the words. It was as if | was hearing them in my head. Then, | think of the classic image of the mermaid 
"These waters are so cold sometimes," replies her voice with a sigh and she uncrosses her arms, opening them as if 
getting ready for an embrace. "But youre not here to talk about what | am and what I should look like," her voice 
adds as she shakes her head, and with each movement, these long, black silky strands of hair detach off her head, 
dancing through the thick waves around the small white shoulders of the creature. In the same time | see that the 


skin on her chest seems to be covered by diamonds that start glistening; and from the waist down she appears to 


wear some sort of skirt, covered in glittering gems too, a skirt infinitely long, covering the underwater mountain 


toward the bottom of the ocean 

She is a mermaid! She is. 

"You lured me here fo kil me," my thoughts whisper as if they werent even mine. 
Not even her chuckle seems to snap me out of my state. 

"I can't kill something thats already dead" 

"Onl" 


For few minutes | seem unable to say anything, but it's not because Id be shocked by the news. Maybe its better 


that way, Im tired of chasing beasts and dragons, of being thrown from one insane world fo another, even worse 


than the previous. 
"The Dragon can be destroyed only by a living being, a human being," her voice chants between my thoughts. 
Yeah, but lm dead, end of story. 


~ To Be Continued ~ 
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Chapter I8 

"The others are dead too.." 

"What others?" 

/ was the only person he was allowing to see him like that, Richard was telling me. Christoph - throwing me those 
accomplice smiles of his. Olli decided to beat them at their own game so he tattooed a target on his chest, while 
Paul was burning so bad on that table. And Flake, Flake.. 

Yes, those others! You have fo bring yourselves back to life. | know that those are her thoughts in my head 

Her long hair dances like sik tentacles around her body; she moves her hand slowly, and all the waters surrounding 
us are filled with jellyfish, all glowing and glistening in a myriad of colors, just as the diamonds on her skin and on 
her skirt. She smiles and she stretches out her arm toward me. 


Where do we find that Beast then? 


That Beast is everywhere and in everything. It can take many forms and it will, just to deceive the six of you To 


prevent you from reaching its lair. 
And where is that? 


But she doesn’t know, she cant fell me. Meanwhile, the glittering jellyfish form a wall behind her and around us, 
blinking like millons of neon lights. But she is sending me fo the maps cabinet for me to find the path And she 
smiles, and with her smile millions of jellyfish get even brighter, blinding me. 


How do | get back to life? How do the others get back to life? 


You will need the warm, alive blood of one woman How would we.. ? You will know who that one is, you will know 


it without anyone telling you. There are some things in this world that one just knows 


Her arm rises, the sinuous tentacles of her hair sparkle lke black diamonds, as the wall around us lights even 


brighter, making my eyes hurt. 
You will have to eat one of these jellyfish to get back to them. 


The wall explodes throwing me further away, and | float along with millions of particles of what looks lke diamond 
dust. 


| stretch out my hand and grab one of the cold, mushy bodies 


Shouldn't | be turning the page, | wonder, as I place the Jellyfish in my mouth But as | try fo swallow it | realize Im 
choking on it. | should furn the page, | think desperately, as | try fo spit the damn thing out, and, in the same time, 
struggle, swimming, | should reach the surface, | should find a crack through the ice and .. 


My knees hit the ground Under my palms | feel long, coldish, almost wet strands of grass. Long slender strings of 
grass, sharp like swords and taller than me sitting on all fours 


Its dark here too, but I still can distinguish something due fo the dim reddish light that seems to irradiate from the 
ground, through the grass. 


Ím still a bit shaken, so it fakes me a couple of minutes until | dare to lift my head and look around, to see where 
| am. And, as Im raising my glance, my eyes meet this endless slender silhouette standing motionless right in front 
of me. A man ON 


At first | hesitate, not knowing if it is a statue or he is for real, flesh and blood Hs bald head and his face are so 
pale that they seem almost fluorescent in the bluish darkness surrounding us. Only his eyes, motionless too, but 
glittery lke siky coals, indicate that he's an alive being Also, he seems not to have noticed me, the man in front of 
him, now rising to his feet, scrutinizing him curiously. | don't know if he intrigues me more by his expressionless face 
and his motionlessness or by the stuff he is wearing: the long white cape that seems rather like a blanket, while his 
chest appears to be covered by some sort of armor made of plastic heads - baby dolls - his Ith century outfit 
and a hay saw in his hand. 


"Hey!" | whisper looking straight into the cold flames dancing in his frozen eyes 
Nothing. He remains still ike a statue of himself, in that pose with his hand holding the handle of the saw. 


And the room were in is just as strange - there's this fall grass growing from its floors, while the walls are painted 
in blue and covered by all sorts of pictures. Is this the maps cabinet the mermaid was talking about? But | can't 
see what they show, in this shadowed place. 


| throw the guy another look; he doesn’t move. So | pass by him and get near those walls; those arent maps, they 
are paintings. The bald fellow behind me remains like that as if he is frozen in that position for eternity. 


Most of the pictures on the walls are too darkened and aged, and all | can distinguish are some silhouettes of men 
and women. In some | can see different images of a city, and | figure that its the same city with white marble 
grandiose buildings, while the background is dominated by this gray windowless construction of concrete, surrounded 
by huge towers like necks holding monstrous mouths opened threateningly toward the skies 


This painting of a man wearing what appears to be a chef's outfit, while in one hand holds one of those knives used 


fo chop meat makes me almost yelp in horror and step back. | look around, alarmed, but Olli remains motionless. | 
look again at the painting; it isn’t the pose of the guy, nor the thick black surrounding his eyes and his mouth, not 

even those strings coming out from the skin around his mouth, as if he would have had his lips sewn shut and now 
he managed to cut the strings so he could grin fiercely. No, it isn't even that, it is the fact that | know the guy, I 


know who he is | can recognize in his blue eyes my eyes. Hs facial features are mine. 
| shake my head | was supposed to look for a path, something like a map. 


Near that picture is another one with a person playing a hom; | recognize the person to be Paul Near Pauls picture 
is one with this guy wearing a white shirt and red tie; | recognize the black spiky hair to be Richard's, as the pose 
shows him with his mouth opened wide as he's just about to bite a faucet mounted into a wall Im starting to feel 
that someone is mocking us. Maybe the mermaid was one of those shapes the Beast is supposed to take. This 
doesn't look at all like a maps cabinet. 


| look at the next pictures. h one Olli is shown as he's playing some minuscule guitar, while something like a kitchen 
funnel is coming out of his right ear. What the fuck? 


But then | look again Behind him. Behind him | see the Ocean The Ocean from North and the snow and ice covering 
its surface. The next picture shows an empty bluish room, with only a metal table in it | recognize it as being the 
room in the ship, and fable is the table Paul was laid on, waiting for me to cut his chest open and save his burning 
heart. The painting near it shows the white field of snow; from here to there are some cracks in the ice, while in 
the background | see the mountains Yet, in the next picture | see our shp, that cross between an ice breaker and 
a battle shp. It is stuck in the ice, but far off | see the mountains. | guess we have fo find land at one point, 
something like an island, some place with mountains. And on the top of those mountains, under a frozen sky 
covered by a huge dark cloud is the castle. It looks so small n this picture. But that must be the place; they 


always hide in some castle. That's where that damn lizard must be! 


| turn around and freeze there, stunned The grass is gone. Olli is gone. Now the set is different and there are other 
people in the room. There's one guy sitting on a chair in a corner, in front of me. He is wearing these ridiculous 
pants printed with squares, a black vest and this white shirt with big flutfy sleeves. Hs face seems to have been 
sawn with barbed wire. | recognize him fo be Flake only by his scraggy frame and that long hair. Near him is 
Christoph, hanging by the neck from a rope. He is wearing the same style of white shirt, but black pants. Hs hands 
are cuffed in front, while from his neck, on his chest, hangs what appears to be a huge scuba divers helmet. They 
both - Flake and Christoph - have their eyes open, but they aren't even blinking. 


"I won't even bother to wonder about this," | whisper, and I look around for a door. 
Í should find the ship, and the others. Since the room isnt moving with us, | assume we aren't on the ship. So, I 
guess | have to find it. But as I look at the walls, | can't see any door. There aren't any paintings on any of the 


walls, except one, on the wall behind Flake's chair. 


| fake a step; the old wooden floor covered by the reddish carpet covering it creeks under my weight as | walk 
slowly fo cross the room. | stop in front of Flake; he doesn’t even breathe. | look around again, hoping that the door 


might have appeared. But no, only the walls on which the paint has turned brown, that's how old it is And, in the 
opposite corner | spot Christoph - this time he is frozen in a different pose; he is wrapped in all these electric 
wires, of all colors. | shake my head in disbelief and turn to watch the painting remained 


| move near Flake's chair, get closer to the wall, and rise on my toes to be able to see if. There's this guy, wearing 
Mth century clothes, a black coat and a black top hat. Hs mouth is wide open while he has put in it the long, black 
barrel of a gun I prop my palms on the wall fo see better, because | know that | know who that is, but | refuse to 
acknowledge that. | notice the guy's black and messy hair coming out of the top hat. Hs blue eyes are wide open, 
Just as his mouth Hs finger is about to squeeze the trigger. At the bottom of the picture there are few words: 
"To live is fo die!" 


No, that must be just another trick. There's no path, there's no map, there's nothing! | should find the damn door. 
Now! Or | should just turn the page! 


| take a step backward, shaking my head, refusing to accept that. No, that guy isn’t who I think it is. The page! Turn 
the god damn page! NOW! 


| take another step. Those blue eyes were looking at me, like | was looking into my own blue eyes. No way! Its only 
Just another scheme! If there's no door, then where's the page! 


Slam! Something like a heavy door closing above my head! Then, the reverberations of some heavy steps on stone 


floors, fading into the distance. 


Then, another door - a heavy rusty lock being opened The door emits a long grunting lament, and then it is 
slammed with a heavy thud And, again - the rusty locks securing that door, the sound being followed by the one 
of heavy steps melting into the silence. 


The first thing | feel is the humid coldness, as | realize that my Torso is bare. Then, the coldness worse more on 

the side, and the flatness make me figure Im lying on some sort of floor. But | dont dare to open my eyes yet, 

after all Ive been through (oh, God, is this going to end some time soon?); | just curl more into myself and cover 
my face and my head with my arms. Under my fingers | feel my own shaved head 


h that silence that covers this place, my ear picks some squeaks. Something like an alive, yet wet and extremely 
cold dot touches the skin of my back, making me flinch. Then something tickles my skin, but it disappears the 


moment | have this sudden spasm. 


| open my eyes and jump to my feet. | can barely see; | am again in some dark place, barely hit from above, a 
sickening electric white light pouring through the holes of the trap door above my head 


As | move inside what seems a small pit, lke for an animal, | hear squeaks, and | catch a glimpse of tiny shadows 
running like illusions near the walls and around my feet. Rats 


Í start walking around the narrow room, looking above at the door trap. | must be a hostage. And, with this 
realization in mind, | become restless and claustrophobic. 


lm not chained, but Im bare-footed, and Im wearing only a pair of dirty pants. | am cold, as | feel it stinging and 
biting my naked upper body. This flash crosses my mind, this image of me wearing only a pair of pants, with a 
shaved head and put to run barefoot in a small yard, in the snow. 


Í notice a shadow among the regular pattern of the square holes of the trap door. | walk over there to see it 
better. Looks like a dish or something similar. | reach out and touch it with my fingers 


Yes, it is a dish, made of metal, a rusted old thing I seems full, so | bring it down carefully. Food! 
Food for the soul 


Ím an animal in a cage; Im even fed like a caged animal. A cage so dark just lke my soul, as if Id be prisoner within 


myself. 
Where are the others? 
What others? 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 


Chapter 11 


Chapter 19 


it is only me here, as far as | can see, just me with myself. And no one can reach into here to free me. 


Sometimes not even myself. 
Upset, | throw the bowl with food into a wall 


Í stop again under the trap door and look upward, at the source of the white motionless light, until my eyes start 
fo hurt 


| have to get out of here! 


Once again | stretch out my arms and sneak my fingers through the holes of the trap door, grabbing the rotten 
yet sold wood into my palms. | tighten my grp and push 


Nothing! 

| need to get out of here, before | choke! 

| squeeze the wood into my palms and push again 
Fucking thing doesn’t even move! 


Get me out of here! 


| lean my head backward, | squeeze my eyes, all my fibers tense on my arms and my back as | push again the 
trap door. 


This horrid howl tears off my chest as | push harder. The wood breaks with a dry squeal, splinters stick in my 


fingers and in my forearms’ skin. But.. 
lm tree! 


| climb up from my pit; Im in a hallway, a big place with walls made of cubical stone. Here and there on the ceiling 
are spotlights, a white and frozen light. At first | think that Im alone, but my ear catches sounds, like a hissing and 
scratching. A grunt. A suppressed groan. Something like a demented chuckle. The hissing again But | cant see much 

beyond the circles of light made by the spots on the ceiling, the walls and the corners of the places being sunk in 

complete darkness. | fake a few cautious steps | see somewhere on my left something lke two blue flames 


flickering but only for a split of a second Then | hear the chuckle again 


What's this? 


| step toward the point | saw the flames, but then | feel it under my bare feet The wooden grid, | hear motion 
sounds under me, and a grunt. | jump, panicked, just before that hand reaches out through the grid to grab my 
foot. For a few seconds | remain motionless, tense, ready for attack, but no one is trying to get me. | hear only 


the breathing, the hissings, the scratches, the groans and chuckles whispering, and an occasional howl 


| relax and straighten my back as | look around, on the floor | see those wooden grids. Behind me | see the bars 
separating me from something resembling an animal curled into a corner. A cell! And those grids cover pits just lke 
mine. And in those pits are living beings. Are they humans lke me, or what are they? | am wondering and I scratch 
my shaved head 


Í look along the hallway: on my right - light, shadow, light, shadow; on my left - light, shadow, light, shadow. Which 


way? 


Í step carefully, avoiding placing my feet on the wooden grids, until | get under the spotight, night in the middle of 
the hallway. That's when I realize the heavy smell of living bodies confined in a closed space. Judging by the sounds, 
most of them are asleep or hiding silently in the shadows. | start walking again, this hall must end somewhere, there 
must be a door fo - whatever. As | walk slowly, carefully, trying to be as quiet as possible, | notice that on both 
my sides there are cells aligned, one near another, lke in a prison or, better, lke at a Zoo. | cant see much of who 
is in those cells because the light doesn't reach there. | can spot here and there shapes of what I think are human 
bodies, but most of the times I see only their eyes sparkling in the pitch dark. They make me think of dangerous 
animals, that would jump on and devour anyone who'd have the misfortune to cross their path, but in the same 
time do not dare to let themselves be seen 


| continue my walk hoping that the bars and the grids arent that easy to break like those of my pit were. | feel 
the coldness of the slabs under my bare feet; it makes me shiver a bit. | embrace my own torso, my own skin is 
Ike frozen, it feels lke snake skin But | have to get out of here, Im thinking and continue my walk along this 
hallway that seems to never end: light, shadow, light, shadow. Grunts, whispers, laughs, chuckles, cries, groans, roars, 
hissing or just breathing; light, shadow, light, shadow. This sneer makes me stop where | am and look to my right. h 
the pool of darkness there are the two blue-green flames flickering. But the owner doesn't make them disappear in 
the darkness of the cell, those eyes seem fo be staring at me. Then | hear this suppressed growl, something so 
primal, yet holding me there, sparking my curiosity, 


A sudden squeal from somewhere way behind me makes me twist my head | recall that someone fed me a bowl 
of food, so there must be a caretaker of this place. A guardian. This thought makes my heart flinch | should avoid 
being caught by that guardian 


| look back at that cell, that pair of eyes appears to be closer. And they are getting slowly closer and closer to 
the bars. | take one step back, and then another. The eyes are a few inches from the bars, their owner standing 
still in the darkness; | can only see the toes of his bare feet. Its a he, | know it, and he is wrapped in this thick 
scent of bare skin and heated flesh | can feel his presence so acute, | know he is scanning me and inhaling my own 


scent of bare skin and heated flesh | know he can sense the fast pounding of my heart, just as loud as | can hear 


it in my ears, just as clear as | know he is all fensed, yet in control, getting ready to attack 
BAM! 


Hs whole body slams into the bars of his cell, his loud groan, and his hand stretched out at me, fo grab me, to 
squeeze me, to break my frigging neck! This howler - | start running in the same instant when he jumps on the 
bars of his prison 


And Im running faster even than my frightened thoughts, as around me, those locked in pits and cells murmur, 
groan, yell, cry, laugh, howl and shout, chuckle and giggle madly! They know it, the face! The face! | saw his face! | 
shiver, horrified by the realization! The face! And | run even faster, as if he'd be able to break free and follow me! 
Oh, God! | run faster as if all those there would be able to break free and follow me, get me, destroy me! 


| should turn the page! Why didnt I think of it until now? The page! The damn page! 


| focus on the page, | can almost see it with my mind's eye - my body slams heavily into what I figure to be a 
massive wooden door, | feel the impact of my head on it and then.. 


Darkness. Pitch hell darkness. And Im freezing. | embrace again my own torso. | am standing | am shirtless, all | am 
weaning is this pair of pants - | can feel their edge around my waist; under my bare feet | feel coldness, coldness 
of tiles. | am thinking that | must be still in that place with the cells and pits; at least lm wearing the same stuff 
Ike then | touch my head to confirm that its shaved. This makes me feel even colder so | embrace myself again 


Im surrounded by darkness, so | dont even dare to move in any way. 


Maybe | didn't turn the page; maybe | only managed to knock myself out and | was found and thrown in here. They 
must have punished me for escaping. Oh, this is not good at alll 


| dare to reach out my hand, leaving my chest without its small protection, as | try to feel around me, to figure 
out where | am. But there's nothing to feel, only the black cold air. Maybe | am in Hell 


| lean forward with my arm stretched out, but my fingers stil dont meet anything to cling onto. | put one foot in 
front of the other with a hesitant movement. One step. 


Something catches my attention making me freeze on my spot. Squeaks 
| remain stil trying to catch sounds of breathing, of large bodes locked in cells. Just another set of squeaks. Rats! 
| turn my head | squint my eyes | cant believe it. Somewhere, afar, | can spot a tiny sparkle. Light! 


| decide to get there, to that yellow playful spot. | fake a step. Then another. And another. Then | start walking, but 
careful about where | put my feet, not fo stumble over anything while my gaze is stuck upon the only thing | can 


look at in the ocean of black 


Suddenly, | stop. Its something | rather sense, ike a presence. | think | just heard something | wait for a few 
seconds, but all | can hear is the blood pumping through my own veins. Must be my imagination 


| put again one foot in front of the other, one step. Then another. And another. And | am walking again. The spot in 
front of me is growing slowly bigger. 


And | freeze. | stand, holding my breath, listening to the darkness around me. | can swear that there's someone else 
in here. But the moment I stop walking, they stop too. | wait, but there's nothing but silence. Not even the rats 
squeaking 


| start breathing again and then | decide to resume my walking One step, another step and another step. Then | 
stop again | swear | can hear something. Someone. The moment | am making a step, that someone makes a step 
too. Not exactly in the same time with me though; there's a slight delay, but this is how that someone intends it to 
be. As if they are trying to play with my mind. As if they are mocking me. 


No, this is nonsense. When you're shut in the dark, unable to see much, not knowing where you are, your mind 
starts playing tricks on you, of course. One step, two steps.. Im walking again looking only at the small light. Then I 


hear it clearer: someone is walking in the same time with me, for sure. | stop. 
should call out loud I should fell whoever that is that | know they are there and to stop with this childish stuff. 


l open my mouth, | think of the words, and formulate them, but from my throat escapes only this growl of an 
animal. | shut up, frightened, shivering in the dark, listening to the reverberations of my voice, tumbling against what 
| assume are the walls surrounding this place | am. At least once | have the light HI figure out more about where | 


am, if Im alone or not and what | should do next 


So | start walking again, rushing my pace this time, and not giving a damn whether Hl stumble or hurt my frozen 
bare feet. And Im walking faster and faster toward the light, fighting with myself to ignore that sound of steps 


following mine. 


A torch! On a wall made of huge cubes of stone! | can see it now. Im running toward it. Im going to grab it and 


Ight my way out of here. One jump, two jumps - 


Something embraces me; these steel-strong arms over my chest grab me from behind and slam my body against 
the wall. There's someone - this dark, strong silhouette Im fighting with. 


its a man, a man as fall as me. Built as big as me. He's fighting with me, as Im struggling, and as he's fighting he's 
laughing also, a deep and husky laugh, very familiar to me. He's pinning me with my back against the sturdy wall. He 
grabs my wrists and pushes my hands above my head | kick him with my foot, then my knee, but he just laughs 


even louder, lke he doesn’t feel any pain 


l jerk my hands trying fo escape the grip of his big palms, | twist my body, but | stand no chance. h the dim light | 
see this shadow leaning over me, undisturbed by my struggle. Hs full lps clutch over mine, he rams his tongue, a 
wet, strong and restless snake, nfo my mouth. Then he detaches a bit and clenches his teeth on my lp, biting hard, 
almost tearing off my flesh, then he straightens his back and he laughs again, as | dare to look at his face - 
reddish shapes carved by the dancing light cast by the flame of the torch 


Oh, tuck! Turn the page! Hs face! Turn the page, now! Fuck, not again! 


The blue eyes, just like the blue eyes flickering in the shadowiness of the cells and of the pits covered by the 
wooden grids; the well-defined lips, the line of the jaw, oh, God, all those features; the black hair, the fringe falling 
over those blue eyes - the page, turn the page! - | know them, oh, so well, | know them, | saw them back then in 
that hallway, the same face on tens and hundreds of creatures locked in those cages, the same features, the 
same glare, | know them all, oh, so well, because it is my face, my jaw line, my lps, my blue eyes 


That man is me! 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter 20 


Chapter 20 
/ feel all my being starting to melt, bit by bit, turning into cold water as | slide along the wall, collapsing 
The page! This feeble thought whmpers in my mind. The page, please! 


But his hands grab my wrists again, picking me up, forcing me fo stand He shoves me again against the wall, my 
back hurts at the impact. Hs husky, demented laughter echoing like waves of an angry sea tormented by storm 
brings me back. He gets his face close to mine; he grins - big teeth sparkling white, dark, yet void glance bites my 


gaze. 


‘Lam you," | whisper, crushed by the realization 


‘tm in you," he howls, laughing again, triumphant, and the flame of the torch quivers and twitches as if lashed by 


his powerful voice. 
Hs full lps tense suddenly, breaking the grin, his face becoming a mask of demented tury. 


"Ml be in you!" Hs voice thunders His hands force me around. with my face against the wall. "Im in you more so 
when you put me in the ground," he says, almost chanting, behind me, as he's making me put my hands above my 


head With his palm he can pin my wrists to the wall and keep them there. 


"Fuck off!" | shout, trying to snatch my hands off his grip, but this blow in my kidneys paralyzes me for a second, 
leaving me breathless and soundless. | can hear his laughter Ike through water, but | barely notice his foot kicking 
my ankles forcing me to spread my legs Another blow between my shoulder blades sends me with my chest 
against the coldness of the wall 


Fuck youl" | groan and attempt fo hit his face with a sudden movement of my head, but it is as if he knew what I 
was going fo do and he backs up a bit just in that instant. He laughs; all my struggling and wriggling are in vain but 


seem to amuse the hell out of him. 


| should turn the page! Or faint! Another kick in the kidneys paralyzes me, and he seizes the opportunity fo pull 
down my pants. 


Oh, no! Fuck! Turn the page! Now! The page! 
‘No, you fuck! Fuck, no!" 


"There's no page!" The man laughs behind me and shoves my body into the wall "No pages here, no! There's only 


me and..." 


| feel him, the texture of his clothes brushing against my bare torso. 
"and me!" 
He howls, mad, as this thick, sturdy thing is rammed paintully inside me, with only one single movement. 


Do | yell? | cant hear my own shout because of all this pain, all my fibers screaming, deafening me with all this 
pain | feel 


This thought of banging my head against the wall so Id faint, just crosses my mind. | squeeze my eyelids; | hold my 
breath, | know it's gonna hurt, but - bam! 


The impact of my forehead against the wall leaves me disoriented for a split of a second fuck, Im still here! And 
he's still behind me, in me! | struggle again, but again it is in vain | try to hit his face with the back of my head, but 
he avoids it, It is as if he knows what Im thinking of. 


But what will he do about this? | close my eyes again, get ready; snatch my neck from the grip of his palm and - 
bam! | almost smash my forehead against the wall, but still nothing! How come others can knock me out so 
easily...° 


Bam! Again! Fuck! Im dizzy; | almost lose contact with this world. Bam! | dont even feel the impact, only this sharp 
pain between my legs, as if something is tearing off my insides 


No, | wont allow this! Bam, again, my head, the wall! Im still in this world! Fuck it! Im hazed, almost collapsing in his 
arms. | try to fight him again, he hits me too, but Im still conscious. Hs insane laughter behind me thundering 
through the darkness as he's fucking me; Im still here. The wall! The impact! The pain | should feel in my forehead. 


Only that split second of darkness, and here | am back again 


And Im free again, free to fall, fo slide again along the wall | lean my back against its protective coolness. He isnt 
laughing anymore. He just stands in front of me, but | don’t look at him, | only watch the dancing light that the 
torch casts on the floor made of stone. | dont want too see my own face staring at me! | make an effort and 


start rising on my feet with clumsy movements. My whole body is sore, a rag kicked into dust by everyone's foot 
"You can't be me," I pronounce with an almost voiceless tone. 
‘No, Im not," his deep voice, echoes through the hollowness of this place. This stupid thought fells me that it looks 
Ike the dungeons of a castle, but | chase it away, | have more important things to focus upon. "Im only a part of 
you," he adds when my face is finally at the level of his face. 


"The dark part?" | find the strength to smirk, mocking him, as Im staring straight into the void of his irises 


"Not even that" He defies me. 


Í grin, angry, spiteful, as | am zipping up my pants. 
‘Nothing is as simple as you think," he replies on a patronizing tone, but he wears the same angry and spiteful grin 
"Then?" | confront him. 


Ím quivering, freezing, almost naked in this dark corridor; | feel hurt, abused, yet I fight with my own sore flesh 
forcing myself fo stand 


‘im that part.." He starts, but he stops suddenly as if he's heard something 


He brings his face closer to mine, he's looking straight at me lke he could see through my flesh, deep inside me, as 
if he is scanning my soul with his glance. 


l attempt to take a step backward, but my back hits the cold stone of the wall behind me so | remain still 
"When you do something," he starts again, but whispering, his lps moving closely to mine, as he is poking my chest 
with his index finger, in the rhythm of how he pronounces the words. "And then you say something like it couldn't 
be me, | don't do these kind of things: That's who | am." 


For a split of a second Im stunned but then | recompose my defying attitude. | growl between clenched teeth: "Hi 
break your fucking finger if you.." 


But the cascades of his laughter cut off my words. 
‘So, youre the dark part!" | state, figuring that this will irritate him. 
He shakes his head slowly. 


‘Dark side, good side, they are all there," he says poking again his finger into my bare chest. "Even the dark side 
has a bright side." 


"Ah, spare me of this pseudo-philosophical mumbo-jumbo!" | snap at him. 


He grins again, his teeth glowing white, but the black in his eyes looks lke threatening fo contaminate the whole 


world with their deadness and to consume the Universe. 
"You must be the devil," | mumble and force myself to look straight into those dark pits - his pupils 
He sneers and shakes his head again, in denial 


"Devil and God, they are all in there, too," he answers, pointing to my chest again 


"What the fuck do you want?" | growl, annoyed 


"What the fuck do you want?" He asks me back on a playful tone, and he leans his head to the side as if trying to 


understand what's with this creature standing in front of him. 
He waits for my answer for a few seconds. Then he sighs out loud and throws a fleeting look around him as if we 
weren't surrounded by anything except deep darkness. Hs face wears an expression of the deepest exasperation Ike 


lam the dumbest fuck ever, stubborn and refusing to understand such simple facts 


"You are always wasting my time," he says and he sounds lke he's lecturing a child. "You always fight me, and you 


always deny me." 

‘Don't you do the same to me?" | ask frowning 
"You always keep me prisoner..." 

‘And dont you do the same to me?" 

"This is going nowhere!" 

‘Where would you want it to go?" 


| shrug and | feel suddenly overwhelmed by everything: this pointless talk, the cold, the darkness, and the pain | 


dont know. | never know. 


I look again at his face. My face. He doesn’t know either. Never. He doesn't have any answers. Its like all the 


answers are outside these walls 

‘Do we always have to fight?" | ask him, whispering 

He remains silent, his face becoming stern, inexpressive. 

"This must be that personal hell they were talking about," | muse out loud lowering my gaze. 
"E can be anything you make of if. It always is," | hear his husky voice. 


Suddenly the cold bites into my flesh fiercely, reminding me Im shirtless and bare foot, reminding me that | was 
abused and now | hurt 


| lift my gaze, again h front of my eyes - only the black veil of darkness pierced by the feeble flame of the 
torch Where did he go? 


look fo my left, nothing | look to my right, nothing again. He vanished! 
But | dont call him, no, not after all this Actually, | should get away from this place. 


| grab the torch and start walking | move the torch and light around me, to see more of this place. | have this 
thought about how difficult it was to get this damn torch, and what | went through, but | just fell it to go away. | 
look at the lines of the stones the walls and the floor are made of. There's nothing else; just mute, vertical, cold 
and endless walls 


Í start walking again, annoyed, tired After a while | realize that there seems fo be no door to break the monotony 
of these walls. And this hallway seems just as endless, darkness in front of me, darkness behind me, only this circle 
around me from the light of the torch 


Í shiver; Im aching all over, | feel as if my feet won't carry me anymore. Soon my knees will break. Im thinking of 
the encounter, and it feels lke someone scratching with his nail on the inner wall of my skull. And he keeps 
whispering, but, since he is whispering, | cant make out what he is saying there. 


| force myself to quicken the pace, but it is as if my feet are growing bigger and heavier, and hurting even more. 


Keep on; keep on 


Where is this fucking corridor leading to? Maybe its not a door on the wall, but one on the floor. Oh, shit! And the 


whispers continue and the scratch: keep on; keep on 


No, no, | would have felt it, under my foot, if it were a door on the floor. It would have been of a different 
texture than the stone. Glacial stone, feeling rougher under my feet with each step Im taking And the scratches 
inside my skull 


There should be a breech in these walls! But what if this hallway is just a big circle, and Im doomed to pace around 
it for eternity? 


My legs hurt; | can swear my feet are bleeding. This whispering and this scratching are irritating. | don’t even know 
where | am; | only have this tiny light fo guide me. And my hand holding it is starting to feel sore. | am only walking 
endlessly through the darkness. And I seem to be doing it always. 


Í stop. | need to rest. My legs ache so bad | cant even bend them, so | could sit on the floor. | close my eyes and 
Isten to the whispers inside my mind. They are felling me something | must have lost it completely, Im hearing 
voices. A voice inviting me away. 


The way out is through, he is telling me. 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter 21 


Author's Notes: 
Special appearance: \"The Beast\" P 


Chapter 21 
The way out is through, the way out is through.. 


/ open my eyes. | sigh, exhausted | can’t just stand here. So | start walking again | feel my forehead pulsating, 
aching. | wasnt able to even knock myself out. 


He said that this isn’t the personal hell, but its what | make out of it It means, it is me making this place fo be like 


this? Does it mean that..? 


I stop again. What if..? No, this is stupid What if | have to make a door if | want out of here? The way out is 
through, through what? 


I lift the torch above my head, inhale and squint my eyes, as if Im trying to look beyond the small circle of light, 
Ike | try to penetrate the darkness with my glare. Nothing 


| should think of a door. A door! A way out! 


| freeze, stunned, breathless. Like drawn with light, by an invisible hand, | see the two vertical lines appearing on the 
wall, merging fo meet the horizontal lines, one near the ceiling, one, on the floor. Then, another line appears like 
from thin air, dividing the square formed on the wall by the previous lines. Just lke the words appearing on the 
book | was reading for Nele! 


| step forward, one step, two steps, three steps, until Im in front of the door, hesitating, not daring to touch if, 
thinking that this was way too easy. But | gain the courage and stretch out my arm until | feel the coolness of the 
stone under the tips of my fingers. | don’t have to push, the door swings open slowly, with sounds of crumpled 
paper, as | freeze lke dumbstruck in the threshold 


Its lke someone released a millon paradise birds in that instant from their cages - Im invaded by colors and lights, 
sounds and images. Perfumes of musk, vanilla, and roses invade my nostrils. Different tones of soft music complete 
the scene. | dont even realize when | drop the torch from my hand as | look around this new place. It's an immense 
room, filled with semi-transparent veils hanging from the ceiling, in all the colors of the world There are also 
carpets, like millions of them, bright colored and with intricate arabesques; couches, sofas and pillows everywhere, 
fountains pouring water, perfume and wine, golden cages with exotic birds, furs, gems, pearls, flowers of all sorts, 
old papyrus scrolls, different awkward devices and machineries, maps and toys, modern gadgets and marble 


statuettes. 
"kk this some sort of heaven?" 


Something moves through the veils, slowly like a breeze, sneaky. | step in the room, but Im aware of it only when | 
hear the stone doors slamming with a huge thud behind me. Then, with the same sounds of crumpled paper, the 
traces of the doors disappear into the white with golden flowers patterned wallpaper. 


| spot a big reptile on a bed covered with tens of sik sheets; it just stays there, motionless, ignoring everything 
around it, as if it were its place there and everyone and everything else were just intruders. It's an iguana, | think 
seeing the spikes on its head and neck. | turn The veils are shivering again, and | catch a glimpse of a feline shape, 
something ike a panther or a puma walking lazily through the room. | remain still, but the huge animal seems to 


ignore me too. 


| start walking through the room, pushing the veils aside; the furs and the texture of the carpets soothing the pain 
in my feet, a bit. Now | can hear the music more clearly. Its like in the same place there are different people 
singing totally different songs, yet sounding great as a whole. And among these, there are the chirpings and 
chatters of parrots and other birds. 


At one point | turn around and | realize | dont know anymore where | came from, it is as if | got lost among all 
these treasures. There are small pools, fountains, beds and pillows, valuable stuff, near worthless but shiny objects; 
on the golden columns of one bed | see this huge, thicker than my thighs snake coiled there. | rush foward the 
opposite direction - beyond the veil there are two women singing on the lascivious tones of an oriental song and 


dancing. 


For you its only a gambling game," one of the women sings, as the notes and the body of the song seem to coil 
around the furniture and objects in the room, just lke a serpent. "White cat, black cat," the other woman 
completes the first one, and they both smile at me. But I dont stop, | keep wandering through the place, and as | 
leave the spot where the women are dancing, their song unites with the sounds of another song, coming from a 
place not too far. The deep notes of a piano, completed by a violin, and higher notes of another piano, a classic 
guitar, horns and trumpets. 


Í push aside another veil and | find myself in what | think is the center of the room. Afar, | see a large balcony, 
and a bare wall It looks as if whoever filled this place with all these objects left that part of the room empty. 
But, beyond it | can see only other fountains and beds, carpets and statues, gems and Jewelry, modern machinery 


and ancient treasures. 


Exhausted and frustrated, | let myself slp onto a sofa. Maybe | should go to that balcony and take a look outside; 
maybe lil figure where | am and how fo get out of here. 


‘No one gets out of here once they are brought in," | hear this man’s voice behind me. 


| twist my head to see who it is, but he's quicker and jumps on the sofa near me. 


"How come?" | ask and turn to see him. 
Richard! Oh, God, Richard! 
Ím so happy to see him I could just grab him and cover his face with kisses! 


"E has nothing to do with you," he adds, as | just look at him, so pleasantly surprised to see him. Finally a friendly 
face, someone that | know, even if he looks so odd - face covered in white-bluish make-up, dark blue lipstick on 
the lps and his eyes are surrounded by these thick and weird drawings. He wears a dark blue top hat, blue coat 
and white shirt, dark pants with lines of silver spikes along the legs and boots with thick heels 


"Why does everyone have to think that it is always about themselves? People take things too personally, always," 
he goes on 


But my attention is caught by this new apparition: they are four incredibly beautiful women standing, but it is as if 
their torsos have mingled forming only one. Not even their heads with long siky red curls are detached completely 
They all play violins; they wear these very revealing semi-transparent dresses, with silvery shades. The women 
have immobile pale faces, and keep on playing this sad and melancholic song, oblivious to everything surrounding 
them, even to this huge wolf with white thick fur that appears from between some veils, walks to them, sniffs 
around a bit and then walks to disappear again between the veils. 


| shake my head, like trying to wake up. What was he saying? But its difficult to fake my eyes off those women's 
thighs, the way each muscle tenses and relaxes as they play. He said its not about me. 


"Who's that all about, then?" | ask and look back at my dear old Richard 
"Hm," he answers pointing upward, to the ceiling 


look up and then | see him - he's young, thin, with dark longish hair, and he's dressed in brown leather pants and 
Jacket. But the odd thing is that he is up there, in the air, as if suspended: he's on his back, facing the ceiling, one 
leg crossed over the other, as if he's relaxing lazily on a sofa while watching some interesting show. Hs arms are 
stretched out and his hands move as if he's pushing some buttons or playing some keys. Hs whole frame is spinning, 
not too fast, not too slowly either, but it makes him look weird, ike an object put in the window of a store that is 


turned around for anyone to see it completely. 

Thats when I see, like appearing out of thin air, this big device made of circles, right on that empty spot in the 
room. Near the device materializes this bare chested woman She remains still, standing near the device as if 
waiting. 


"Whats with him?" | ask watching all of this, stunned, with my mouth opened 


This sudden movement near me, makes me turn my head to Richard as he just jumped on the couch; he's now 


standing crouched, with his feet on it 


‘He's on the pursuit of happiness," Richard announces to me and leaps over my thighs, to sit on my other side on 


the sota 

‘He seems to have everything" | reply, drained, looking around again at the jars with hearts still beating inside, at 
the elephants made of huge pieces of jade and amethyst, with legs of golden wires, at the old typing machines that 
type by themselves, at the four women sharing one torso as they are playing their violins 


"Thats the problem," Richard answers quickly, and, just as fast, grabs my head between his palms and plants a kiss 
on my shaved skull 


"Hey, fuck off!" | growl, annoyed, and touch the place on my head Richard just kissed 

Richard grins and the tip of his red tongue licks slowly, with a lewd motion, the whiteness of his teeth 

‘Nothing personal, ve just always wanted to kiss a shaved head, and now you came along" 

| grit my teeth, retraining from saying something really rude about kissing heads. Instead, | look at the guy 
suspended in the air. h his hand appears this bag of chips He opens it and now he's just eating as he's there in the 
air, spinning around. 

Somewhere in the distance, suspended from the ceiling too, | see this old Viking boat. Near a wall there's this 
medieval Japanese armor. Tens of wind chimes are hanging from the ceiling everywhere; they are made of bamboo, 
ceramics, crystals and even metal and they make a music of their own each time this breeze blows from the 
balcony, 


"Youre weird." | mutter, exhausted "Everything in here is so weird" 


"That's why were here, me and everything else," Richard says and jumps from the sofa to the floor, fo sit now at 
my feet. 


‘Stop talking in riddles," | make the effort to pronounce the words, and pull my foot, alarmed, surprised by the 
gentle touch of Richards fingers on my skin 


"Youre bruised and bleeding," he says. "Had a long journey, eh?" 


| dont answer; | only look into his blue eyes that throw these wicked and lascivious glances contrasting with his 


concerned and gentle tone. 


‘ld wash your feet with perfumed oil and, if Id have long hair, Id dry them with if," he says simply, as his fingers 
start touching gently my feet again 


‘Stop that!" | groan, and remove my feet off his hands. "Why isn’t he happy?" 

Richard shrugs and stands up. 

"Who cares?" He emits this exasperated whisper and sits back near me. "He tried everything - joy and pain; he 
looked for happiness in richness, in poverty, in love, in hate, in killing, in doing good deeds, in wisdom, in pleasure, in 
knowledge, in obliviousness, you name it. He gathered everything in his palace, objects and live beings, humans and 
animals alike, wise men, witches, mentally deranged, astrologers, scientists, philosophers, poets, dancers, musicians, 
inventors, clowns. He brought all sorts of treasures, gems and fabrics, spices, metals, foods, drinks, machines, 
devices and gadgets, from the most common to the most awkward oddities of this world," Richard explains and 
makes this pointing gesture. 

Í look again at the guy, as his image fades from the spot where he was spinning in air; he re-appears near the 
device made of the huge circles. The shirtless woman helps him to position his hands and feet, fo tie them on the 
edge of one of the circle and then she pushes the metallic circle with him, making him spin 

‘Doesn't he get dizzy?" | ask out loud. 

| look at Richard who's sitting at my feet again, his fingers massaging my ankles. 


"I guess he bought himself a new toy," Richard murmurs, paying attention to the torn skin on my feet Hope he 
won't start sucking my foes or something! 


"And he still dant find happiness?" 

Nope" 

"And your" 

"What about me?" 

"What's your place in all this?" 

‘tm one of these things." 

"A jester?" | ask thinking of the way he jumped around me. 


‘Nah, no.." Richard keeps massaging my feet in silence for a few good seconds. "Rather like a Mad Hatter," he says 
finally. 


| le on my back on the sofa and burst into laughter. Richards fingers leave my feet and with one jump he's on the 
sota, by my side, on all fours, looking down at me as | just laugh 


This is too silly. This place, Richard kissing my shaved head, the guy up there, the dark corridor with someone like 
another personality of mine - Im tired and sick of everything | cover my face with my palms and rub the skin 


‘Even when Im talking serious people think Im joking," Richard groans upset, making me stop my hands and look at 
his face through my parted fingers. 


Í burst again into laughter. 


~ To Be Continued ~ 
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Chapter 22 


‘And for how long has he been like this?" | ask, uncovering my face. | rise on my elbows as Richard, with one jump, 
gets on my other side and lays down near me. 


"Who knows," he says. "Ive lost count of the years. Must be few good hundreds years since Im here.." 


Richard becomes serious and he looks at me as if he's thinking intensely. For a while there's only the violins, the 
wind chimes, the birds and all the other millons of sounds made by the machines and devices in this place. 


‘Arent you bored already?" | ask Richard and he shakes his head. Then he sighs and shrugs. 
‘Once in here, no one can escape," he explains and jumps on his feet 

Í rise on this sofa and look at him as he stands in front of me. 

‘How come?" | am getting worried 


‘Everything in this room belongs to him. This room belongs to him. All the other rooms are his, also. Everything 
here is his He brought them here." 


"How?" 
Richard shakes his head again and jumps to sit on the arm of the sofa 
"They just appear here. Some get in through different gates and doors, but its him that brings them here." 


Suddenly | don't like this anymore. | sigh and prop my elbows on my knees as | rest my face on my palms. | dont 
even look when | feel Richard getting of the arm of the sofa and crouching at my feet again 


"Oh, shit!" | sigh, and allow Richard's fingers to caress my swollen feet and sore flesh 
‘Sometimes its fun, though," he continues, as his touches seem to soothe the pain in my feet. "Sometimes he brings 


really interesting stuff. One day these gates opened and these huge white limos came in. And from the cars, out 
came these really fat guys, which had these really slim and fit assistants." 


I look again at Richard through my fingers 

"Women-assistants," Richard adds throwing me this full-of-significance glance. "Barely legal age," he adds, then he 
returns at caressing my aching feet. | watch his hands; it's as if he's working magic, because under his touches the 
wounds close and the bruises disappear. 

"And?" | become curious 

‘And... it was fun. They sang They were funny." 


"Where are they now?" 


'h some of the chambers," Richard shrugs. "When he gets bored with things, he leaves them in some chamber and 
then forgets about it" 


"And you?" 
"What about me?" 
"He didn't throw you yet?" 


‘| didn't say we're not allowed out of our chambers. Anyone and anything can wander wherever they want, in here. 
Its just that no one can leave it. Ever." 


| rub my forehead. This is fucked! 


"So, Im just another oddity in this freak show," | grumble and recline again on my back on the sofa. The soft 


fabrics of sik and velvet caress my skin, inviting me fo close my eyes and escape into oblivion 


Richard's fingers leave my feet again, and again | feel the sofa shaking under his weight as he jumps on it again, to 
sit on his knees near me. 


"And what am | suppose to do now?" | ask as Im looking up into his blue eyes 

"What do you want to do?" He asks me back 

[look at him in silence. | don't know. | really don't know. Im just so tired and sore. | cross my arms under my head 
‘ld Ike to sleep, actually," | whisper and close my eyes 


"Then take a nap, HI be just here." 


‘Sleep just like that?" | ask opening my eyes and look at his face wearing all that heavy make-up. 

"What do you want? A fucking lullaby?" 

Í start laughing again, quietly and | roll on my side. | sense him jumping again on the sofa, and then | feel his hands 
on my shoulders, massaging my back Hs touches seem fo hypnotize me, making me slp into this warm and 
soothing half sleep, half awake state. 

‘Doesn't he have any friends?" | mumble, just as Im nearly sinking into sleep. 

"Dunno. | guess he has, but they all go away, eventually. They die, while he stil continues fo lve." 

‘ft figures," | whisper. 


For few minutes | only enjoy the massage and the music. Then | gather my courage and dare to ask. 


‘Richard, dd you hear that story about the Beast that took the Sun and hid it and then six guys went on a shp to 
find the Dragon, fight it and get back the Sun?" 


Hs hands remain still on my back 

"What?" | mumble with my face resting on my arm. 

‘How do you know my name?" 

"Does it matter?" 

He doesnt reply, only his hands continue their work on my back He must be feeling lonely here, trapped in this 
place, among all these lunatics. He must feel so happy seeing another human, someone that is paying attention to 
him, for a change. 

"We are each prisoners of our own hells," he starts talking suddenly. "While you bounce from one place to another, 
the rest of us are bounced from one place fo another too, that's why we rarely meet. We have to stick together, 
if we want to get that monster," he tells me on a low fone, barely audible as his hands caress along my spine. ‘lm 
surprised you realized who | was, for a change." Richard adds whispering. "But don’t worry, it happens to all of us. 


We have fo be together. Here," he concludes and pats my shoulder gently. "Turn the page now." 


As if they were commanded by an outside will, my eyelids fall heavy, shutting me into dark The last | hear is the 


lulling clinging sounds of wind chimes, and melancholic violin music as played by beautiful women 


¥ 


That cold splash over my whole body, soaking me wet - | sensed it coming just a split of a second before it 


actually happened. That was what woke me up. 

Ugh, the smell of gasoline! 

| look in front of me, but | cant see much, as it seems | have my face covered by a mask, narrowing my vision 
Next, | realize that Im standing, while my hands are painfully trapped above my head. Im tied, my wrists and my 
ankles. And my arms, my legs, my whole body is sore. What the fuck? 

This face covered by an ivory colored mask leans over me, getting in my sight. 


"Good morning, princess!" 


Fuck of fl" | growl and | struggle, but with no result except making those around me burst into laughter. | can't see 
them, but | sense that they are more than one and, judging by their voices, all men 


‘So, will you fell us where its hiding?" Comes this other voice, husky yet a bit too affected Why do | have the 


sensation that it is so familar to me? 
"He got here," | hear another guy announcing. Who's here? And why do I feel like | know that one too? 
Ok, lets give him one hell of a welcome, then," decides this deep pitched voice. 


| see this other masked man, with long blond hair; | feel his hand as he's sticking a piece of duct tape over my 
mouth | guess they fear | might spoil their surprise welcoming for whoever is arriving 


Ím left alone in what seems to be a room in some sort of wooden shack. An empty room, or at least there isn't 
any furniture in my sight. | struggle a bit with the ties, pulling my hands downward, but the ties are strong, | 
struggle, but when | have this image of a human worm wriggling, | stop. | remain motionless, listening to what's going 
on in what | assume to be the other room. Voices of men, greeting and talking and laughing. And, damn if they don't 
all sound so very familar fo me. 


| could swear that. 


l jerk my hands again. And, as if Im waking up just then, | realize that everything around me stinks heavily of 
gasoline. | am soaked in gasoline. If anything, if anything.. 


| twitch violently, | wriggle my ankles, | pull my hands - its all in vain | stop again, as | hear them approaching 
"Thats him?" 


| twist my head to see who's talking, but | can't because the silhouettes of the other men, all masked, are blocking 


my View. 


"We should hurry," says the deep-pitched voice making me shiver. | could swear that.. 
"We couldnt find out anything." 
Fuck him! Lets finish him and get the hell outta here. This place is creeping me out!" 


They all stand at the entrance, forming some sort of circle, as they falk to each other and pass from one to the 
other a bottle of booze. 


Ok, lets get him ready," and one of them, the shortest of them, leaves for a bit to return with two canisters of 
plastic. 


"Fuck! NO!" 


But from my mouth escapes only these long and desperate moans and groans. | wriggle my whole body, feeling the 
dull pain along my arms numbed by staying like that, upward, above my head 


What the fuck did | do to them? 

No one is paying attention to me though The shortest guy and the one with long blond hair grab each of the 
canisters and start pouring gasoline everywhere in the room, on the old wooden walls and splashing me from time 
to time too. 


"We should do the other room, too," says one of the others, differentiated by his black spiky hair. 


They are all wearing black suit pants and white shirts, while on their faces they wear those masks that cover their 
foreheads, eyes, cheeks and nose, revealing only their mouths and chins. 


The two that poured the gasolne throw the canisters in the room where | am 
‘Just this room is enough When the fre gets to the next one, they will explode." 

"What about the car?" 

"What about i?" 

"Well, shouldn't we take care of it too? 

A few minutes of silence crawl by slowly. It's hot, the gasoline vapors are making me choke, my whole body is 
numb yet aching in the same tme. What the fuck dd | do to them? Who are they and why do they all seem so 


familar to me? 


A repeated click 


‘Don't light a cig in here you moron!" - the deep pitched voice 
"Well, stop scratching your ass Till and let's get fucking gong!" 

Til? I am Till | am here, you fucks! What the fuck? 

"Schneider is ready!" 

"Ok, lets go for it" 

I don't know who's who anymore. | can barely see those black shadows, in the threshold of what might be a door. | 
cant hear them either, my heart poundng insanely, my huffing breath deafening me. This fucking smell making me 
about to fant 

What the fuck dd | do to you, you fucks? 

| twist and | groan, but no one seems to be impressed 

Who the fuck are you? 

That repeated clicking sound 

Let me gol 

The sound of the others’ steps fading in the distance. 

Why this? What dd | do? 

The flame, the cigarette lighter falling on the floor made of old and dry wood, now soaked in gasoline 

For fucks sake, turn the page! Now, the page! Please! The damn page! 


~ To Be Continued ~ 
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Part L The Mark Has Been Made 
Chapter 23 


"We should go. We must find something before sunset." 


| open my eyes and feel the bite of the bright sky on my glance, like melted metal It is so hot. Then | feel the 
prickles of the grass strands. I's so quiet; not even the sound of insects that one can usually hear in the fields in 


summer time. 


Ím lying on the dry ground, on the burnt grass, with my hands under my head as Im facing the sky. | turn my 
head | see Richard near me, sitting on the ground too, with his knees brought to his chest. A bit further | see Oli 
sitting too, holding a grass strand in the corner of his mouth. There are Flake and Schneider too, standing, talking to 
each other about something On my other side | see Paul, he's lying on the ground too, but on his stomach. Were all 
wearing black suit pants and white shirts 


Near the place where Schneider and Flake are standing, near their feet | spot six white masks, abandoned in a pile. 


What the fuck? 
Í jump to my feet. 
"Till?" 


| turn to Paul. He's looking up at me with inquiring eyes | take my gaze off hm and look around We're in the middle 
of a field. its summer and it seems that its severe drought, because the grass is almost all dried And, from place 
fo place, | see big parts where the grass has been completely bumt, scorched Also, | see a few portions where it 
appears as if a huge clawed hand reached from the skies and crumpled the ground. 


İt feels lke remembering a dream, not being sure what | really dreamed of and what is made up by my mind to 
complete the gaps. It was the six of us getting out of that wooden shack, walking calmly as behind us the hungry 
flames were already consuming that room. Someone was dying in there, too. Then, as we walked further, 
undisturbed, the whole shack exploded, and a few sparks landed on the car - the car that Schneider drove to get 
here and left parked in front of the shack. The car he poured gasoline on, also - and it started burning in no time. 
The explosion of the car, once the flames reached its gas tank, was huge. | felt it under my feet as we were 
walking through this field it was something like some of the bombs some planes launch - | recall not seeing and not 
hearing any planes since we left the shack No sound, no sign of the war. But, Hell, | know that there's a war going 
on - | can see the scars it has left on the face of the Earth in this field Somewhere, beyond the horizon is that 
bombarded city where those three fellows are playing their cellos in the middle of ruins and debris 


Where is the shp? Shouldn't we be on the shp to fnd that island with the mountains, where that castle is that the 
Beast is hiding in? 


look at Paul again. He is standing and looking around too, protecting his eyes with his palm put lke a roof above 


them. He is scanning the horizon, very focused and wearing a concerned expression on his face. 
"What?" | ask hm. 

"Planes," he whispers. '! can feel them even in my bones." 

/ throw a glance fo the horizon too, but | can see nothing 

‘Guys, Paul says that there are planes coming," Richard says and stands up too. 


Olli hesitates a bit, chewing on his strand of grass. Schneider and Flake, though, stop from whatever they are talking 
about. 


"We should go then," says Flake on a dry voice. 


They all seem alarmed, but | dont see any plane yet. | still follow them as we all start walking through that field, 
pretty fast, too. 


Then, right before | can hear that buzzing sound, Olli twists his head, still walking, lifts his hand and points them out 


for us: "Planes!" 


We all start running as we hear them approaching from behind. And I can hear them more and more clearly, a sign 
that they are getting very close to us. We run faster, and as | run I sense them first, and | see how they stick 
into the ground, spreading a bit of dust around them - bullets One of the planes must be firing Then I hear the 
staccato of the bullets whistling near my ears and my head 


Oh shit! 


| find this strength, as yet unknown to me, to run even faster; | wonder if | should just throw myself to the 
ground, but the other guys are running also. 


Richard is in front of us and he is pointing to something further, to the horizon But | cant be bothered to look. | 
Just keep running, and it's lke something that draws my head fo turn and to look behind - there's Paul, | rather 
sense than see when he stumbles and falls 


Olli and Flake pass by me, Schneider is already near Richard, they all keep running But I cant just leave Paul there, 
as the planes turn on the horizon and fly toward us. The others throw themselves to the ground, as the planes 
are firing while flying straight at us. But I just know if, there's something wrong with Paul, | have to get to him. 


So | turn and start running toward the place where | saw Paul falling, even if | have the impression that through 
the threatening buzzing of the planes approaching trom behind | can hear someone shouting "Till, fake cover for 


fuck's sake!" 


One more step and | see him through the grass; at the same time | realize that the planes are right behind me, 
that they wont miss the opportunity to fire. So | throw myself to the ground, stumble, and fall lke a sack of 
potatoes into some sort of ditch, right over Paul's body. He grunts under me and I can fell | hit him, but the planes 
fly over us and go to the other side of the field 


"Go with the others, Hl catch youl" Paul yells at me. 
‘No, we all go, together!" 


"HI slow you down, | fucked up my ankle or something!" he yells at me. We have only seconds before the planes 


turn and come back for us 

lift my head and see the others running, even though they turn to see where Paul and | have disappeared 
"Cmon! Lets go!" | fell Paul as | stand up and help him to get on his feet 

‘No, you go!" 

‘Ml beat the shit out of you and carry you with me!" | yell at Paul 

Looks lke that convinced him, because he starts walking He cant really run, he just walks very fast, as | grab his 
forearm and | am almost dragging him after me. When the planes get too close, we throw ourselves to the ground 
again. But when we stand up, we cant see the others anymore. 

We don't say anything fo each other. It can't be true; it cant be all four of them in just one round Paul and me 
don't even dare fo look at each other, we just do our half run, half walk thing, as the planes turn once again and 
fire. We throw ourselves to the ground, waiting for them to depart, and we stand up once again We start walking 


again, and | scan the field, as Im turning around fo see whether | can spot the others. 


"Here they are!" Paul shouts, pointing in front of us. | can see a huge shadow, like an immense and motionless 


animal sleeping in the scorching sun of the afternoon, but | can’t see the guys 
"Down!" 


| throw myself to the ground, more dragged by Pauls hand as he falls first. We wait again for the planes fo fly 
above us, but when we stand up again, | see Olli running foward us. As we get closer, | realize that the immense 


shadow is something ike a utility truck 


Olli gets near us and helps Paul to walk; near the truck | spot Richard and Schneider pointing two flamethrowers at 
a guy. Must be the driver. 


"We got ourselves a ride," Flake announces to us when we get near the truck 


At the same time | hear the planes approaching again, | can almost physically feel the bullets biting the ground as 
they are fired by the machine guns of the airplanes. 


"h the truck, now!" 


/ pull Paul and drag him toward the driver 's cabin of the truck Richard hits the guy in the face with the 
flamethrower, and follows us. Schneider drags Flake to get in the truck too, followed by Olli We all get in, the thing 
is so big we all six can fit in it. Richard gets at the steering wheel, but the steering wheel is so god damn huge! 
Richard doesn’t seem to mind this little detail, he puts the key in the ignition, and starts the mechanical monster, 
Just when the planes are above us. They shoot the truck, but it looks lke the metal that the truck is made of is 
resistant enough. Our monster howls, grunts and groans and then it starts fo run And runs on that road, through 
the field; in fact it is wider than the road, and it just puts to the ground anything standing in its way. 


"The planes!" Schneider points in front of us, and we see them, four big planes, flying right above the road, heading 


toward us. 


Richard doesn’t say anything, he only presses the gas pedal to the floor; our wheeled monster grunts and howls 
angrier than ever, and runs even faster, like an enraged bull aiming to kick its enemy and tear it to the ground 
And this is exactly what it looks lke, an immense bull with a wide forehead of steel galloping to the planes. And the 
planes fly lower; | see the lines the bullets make as they hit the ground in front of us. Richard is undisturbed behind 
the huge steering wheel, motionless lke a statue, fixing the planes with his icy blue glare, as they are approaching 


US. 


With a sudden move he turns the wheel, our metallic bull screeches and grunts, huffs and howls, and starts running 
madly straight through the field, running over everything in its path None of us says anything, we just watch 
through the windshield in front of us - at the horizon appear the shapes of the city, ruins lke rotten teeth in a 
monstrous mouth opened in the twilight. The planes are still following us, firing at the truck, as Richard drives us 
straight to the city, running over scorched carcasses of cars and war machines, corpses of dead people, limbs, 
remains of explosions. The truck shakes and howls again as it climbs over some ditch to get on an asphalted road 
Richard makes a sudden turn and we are driving on a proper road, but even faster than before. Richard tries to 
avoid the big holes in the concrete made by the bombs exploded on the road, but he doesnt slow down as we can 
still hear the planes above us. | would have thought they finished their ammunition! 


And, after all, how come we are so important that we have to be chased around with planes to be killed? 


Richard takes the curves of the road at such a high speed that we are all thrown from side to side, as the truck 


is leaning. 


Why send planes, after all? Wouldn't that be like hunting mosquitoes with a rifle used to put down elephants? This 


is rather.. 


h the same instant, Richard takes a turn on the road, but so suddenly, and so fast - all | can hear are the 
screeching sounds, the bam, the grunts and the groans of our monster. | feel like trapped inside an immense box 


and it is tumbling with me, the whole world turns and twitches at the same time, deafening me with its howl of 
agony. 


We must have had an accident. 
Were fucked! 
Everything goes black 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter 24 


Part M - Just Like You Imagined 
Chapter 24 


"I got you!" 


| open my eyes; above me, the frozen gray sky. Around me, black cold waters of the ocean But their hands pull 
my body out of the water. Richard, Oli, Schneider and Paul are bringing me back on the ship. 


| look at them, as they carry me fo the front of the shp. | seem to be unable to move, it is as if this cold has 
paralyzed me. Just lke those four, Im shirtless too, wearing only these black pants - now soaking wet - on which 
this crust of ice is forming right before my eyes. 


/ think that | should say something but | cant even force my mouth to open | cant emit any sound either, not 
even a displeased grunt. They stand me on the front of the shp. 


"Ropes!" 


Thats when I see Flake, or | assume its hm - he is wearing one of those costumes old doctors used fo wear when 
visiting patients with plague in Medieval Europe: drapped in a black leather cape and wearing this helmet with a huge 
bird beak But I cant react even to this apparition - with his body like a twig and that immense head, as if 
threatening To fall off his shoulders. 


None of them speaks while they tie me. | can hear only the icy wind and the grunts and screech of the metal as 
our ship leans slowly into the block of ice where it got stuck | look at the cement-lke sky, remembering the hot 
day in the bombarded city. | feel like | have this weight pressing on my chest, while this icy claw is squeezing my 

Jaws shut 


Í realize that | have fo tell them. We have to get going to find that damn island We have to slaughter that damn 
Izard and get the Sun back. But | cant even open my mouth; | only remain tied fo the front of the shp, as Im 
shivering and feel my own skin like a glove of ice wrapping my flesh and bones. 


Flake remains on the shp, but the others jump down on the field of ice. Then, Hake throws them the ends of the 
ropes they tied on the edge of the ship, after tying me. 


What are they doing? 
But they walk a bit, until the cords stretch completely 


Flake shouts: "Pall!" 


What the fuck? 

And all four of them pull at the same tme. 

Nothing, of course. Only the whistling of the Northern breeze 

Again: "Pull" 

Ard all four pull the ropes, they all grunt from the effort; the shp doesn’t move though 

This is really stupid They will never. 

"Pall" 

And the metal screeches as it bites through the ice: the shp moves a bit 

"Pall! 

Ard they all tense, grunt and pull the cords; the shp grunts and groans and shakes as it slides more on the ice. 
This will take forever! I look afar - | can't even tell where the white-gray sky unites with the white of the ice field 
"Pall! 

Ard the shp moves another inch 

Im freezing Im frozen, actually. | cant feel my stretched out arms, | can't feel my legs anymore. Maybe I should 


turn the page. And get where? Another place where Im burnt alive, or shot in the head or ... | look at the skies 


that seem lke covered with ash 


She was singing about ashes. We should find that blood she was talking about, the red alive blood Suddenly | 
remember bits of a story about a red rose, and that girl that pricked her finger on one of the roses thorns. That 
was the story | used fo tell my daughter. 


| lift my eyelids and squint my eyes. Im still on the shp, tied on the frozen cold metal Im not dead yet. Turn the 
page! They are stil pulling the ropes to make this shp move. Turn the god damn page! Looks like its not working 


Oh but it does, always," says this guy who seems suspended in the air in a room filled with wonders. 
‘hm hallucinating. Im actually tied on the metal front of a ship, as four idiots are trying fo pull it on the ice." 


The guy chuckles as the image of him and the room filled with wonders fades on the skies that seem to be 
covered by ash 


No, there's something lke a dark edge therel 

I bink, trying to chase away any unreal mages and focus on the horizon There it is! | know that Ine - those dark- 
blue mountans covered by white patches | know that image, oh so well - I saw it back then, in that room with 
maps. That must be the castle. Just a few more pulls and Hl see it H must be there! 

| struggle with the ropes 

I see those majestic sihouettes as if growing slowly from the white ice field as the ship moves 

| free my hand and point to the horizon 

‘Land! | see the land, guys!" 

The four men stop and turn toward me. 


‘Land! Its there!" | shout signaling with my head to the horizon. 


They drop the ropes and turn their heads to see what Im pointing at. Olli takes one step forward as if trying to 
see as well. Paul gets closer to him; they say a few words to each other, but | cant hear what they say. 


| turn my head and look at Flake near me. He took off that mask that made him look lke a bird with a huge head 
and huge beak. He stands motionless, looking toward the horizon too. 


‘Don't you see it?" | ask him. 
He hesitates a few seconds then he whispers: "Yes, | see something." 


But his words are cut short by this cracking sound, followed by a sinister metallic groan. The whole shp shakes and 
has this falling movement. 


Oh, fuck!" The others yell, terrified by the ice breaking under their feet. They jump backwards, unstable, as the 
block of ice is quivering with them. Long lines spread through the ice with sounds Ike crumpled plastic. 


Í look up and inhale deeply the frozen air. The whole shp is shaking too, as the ice breaks under its weight. The 
whole field breaks into fragments. 


The fucking page! Now! 


"You can take your helmet off, Till" - This voice in my ear. 


Dark endless sky stretching above, lke a dome, from one side of the horizon fo the other; stars sparkle - silver 
dim lights, and, oh my fucking Godi, | swear that that thing there is the Earth! 

The Earth? 

h front of me, around me, under my feet - a silvery-gray soft sanded desert. | turn around, breathless, and | see 


them, Paul and Flake. They are both wearing big white astronaut suits. Near them | see a third one, fall and bald, 


wearing a similar suit - Olli But none of them is wearing a helmet. 
Where the fuck are we? 

"The Moon, you moron!" comes into my ear. 

"Richard?" | ask 

"Yeah?" 

Flake moves toward me, while signaling for me to get over there. 


"He couldn't prevent himself, he had to do that stupid stunt of his," I hear Paul's comment through the receiver in 


my ear. 
"HI break your fucking legs, Paull" Richard's voice snaps through the small gadget in my helmet. 
"What stunt?" | ask, still unable to fully comprehend, or just refusing to accept the situation 


"The one in which he hangs in space and plays his guitar," explains this other voice that I recognize to be Christoph's 
‘Now take off that helmet, you can breathe in here, its safe." 


| turn around. 


"But if we are on the Moon.." I protest, but | stop when | see Christoph; he's wearing an astronaut suit too, but not 
the helmet. So, if they can breathe without it.. | start taking off my helmet as Im walking over to him. 


"Hey!" He mumbles a salute, without looking at me though, as he seems fo be focused on assembling a flag. And he 
appears to be very annoyed by the fact that he cant manage to do it right 


"Whats wrong?" | ask him. 
He sighs and frowns, while jerking the cloth for me. 


‘Ht wont stay straight!" He says as he's walking around the pole, scrutinizing it and frowning. 


"What do you mean?" | ask confused 
Christoph picks one corner of the flag and holds the thing still as he explains: "See, that's how it is supposed to 
stay. Instead, its down. We're on the Moon, and the gravity here is.. Hmmmm!" He ends scratching his chin, his face 


expressing the deepest contusion 


Were not supposed to be able to breathe without devices either, | think, while contemplating the red and white 
stripes, and the blue square with white stars of the flag 


‘Something is very wrong with this flag," | mutter out loud 
‘No shit, Sherlock!" Christoph snaps at me, now completely pissed of 

"No, its not that" | try to calm him down 

"Then?" 

He seems to be preparing himself for the moment hell take his frustration out on me 
| look around this place. | look at the white suits we all wear, and the insignia on them. 


"We are Germans," | say, while watching the others gathering around Richard, a few meters away from Christoph 


and me. 

"So?" he asks, annoyed, starting to fiddle with that flagpole again 

"Why are we putting the American flag then?" 

He stops; he lifts his head and he looks straight at me like at the dumbest creature ever. 
"Well?" | ask, not intrigued by his reaction 

Christoph stands stil, mouth half open, and with that "Duh!" expression on his face. 
"Where did you hear of Germans landing on the Moon?" | hear behind me. 

| twist my head, its Flake 


~ To Be Continued ~ 
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Chapter 25, 


"The Americans landed on the Moon, its always them landing on the Moon, of course we put the American flag," 


Paul's voice explains near me. 

| turn toward him, but he is busy looking through a telescope to the Earth 

Richard pokes him in the ribs. 

‘Give it to me!" Richard fidgets and demands like a spoiled brat 

Flake pushes Richard away from Paul and asks: "What do you see?" 

see tits!" Paul grins 

‘Give it to me, | want fo see too!" Richard pushes Flake away to grab the telescope trom Paul's hands 
"Cut it out" Flake snaps, interfering. "Paul, give it to Richard to take a look too!" 


Paul puts the telescope down and looks at me, first, then at Flake, and, in the end at Richard Then he hands it 
reluctantly to him. 


‘Damn flag!" Christoph's angry voice comes from behind 


Richard grins and snatches the telescope from Paul's hand. Then he puts it at his right eye and starts looking 
toward the Earth, a shiny blue gem glowing in the huge blackness of the Space. 


"What do you see?" Paul fidgets between us, trying to look over Richard's shoulder to see through the telescope. 
"Rivers," Richard whispers, absorbed by the sight. 

"Stupid fucking flag!" 

"Rivers?" Paul repeats 

"Yeah!" Richard replies. "Dark rivers, with bubbles and tasting like caramel" 


‘Wve had it with this fucken thing! They should put up their own stupid flag!" 


‘Now give it fo Till, too," Flake tells Richard 


But Richard doesnt obey instantly. | look to my left and notice near us a fifth guy - Oli But, along with the 


astronaut suit, he wears sunglasses, and he seems that he isnt a part of our lifte world 


"Here!" Richard grumbles, making me take my glance off that guy. "Take a peek!" Richard adds, shoving the 
telescope in my hands. 


"Why is he wearing sunglasses?" I ask, while putting the telescope to my eye to fake my 'peek" 
"What do you see?" Paul asks me eagerly, instead of answering my question 


| fake a look; the Earth seems to get closer and closer to my view, growing bigger at the same time; clouds 


covering its sky are stepping aside fo allow my inquisitive gaze fo see what's going on down there. 


‘Because if he looks at you without wearing his glasses, you dle," | hear Flake's explanation, while Im still looking at 
the Earth; it resembles a chess table, but its squares are green, blue, yellow, brownish, black or even red. And 
blue-greenish glittery strings - rivers - cross all these squares 


"He takes his glasses off only for those whose time has come," Flake continues explaining to me, as, before my 


eyes, one of those squares on that chessboard starts growing bigger and bigger to reveal this battleground to me. 


The place is covered in yellow dust and black smoke; | can even sense the stench of blood and of corpses, rotting 
under a merciless summer sun. Tanks, guns, planes, small houses collapsing, a mother running with her baby in her 


arms. A grenade explodes near her; pieces of metal spread around - tiny specks of death hitting the woman's back. 
"What do you see?" Paul pokes me in the nibs 


"War," | manage to whisper as Im witnessing, stunned and helpless, how the woman stumbles, falls on her knees, 


twists her upper body so she won't collapse over the small child in her arms. 


"So, he is some sort of Abadon," | say, taking the telescope away from my eye, and shaking my head, disgusted, 
trying to chase away those images Ive just seen. "The angel of death," | explain since all the guys around me went 
quiet and are staring at me. For a split of a second | have this image in the back of my mind - the room with 
paintings on the wall, fall grass on the floor and this very fall and slender bald man standing there motionless, like a 
statue holing a huge hay saw. 


‘No, this is Ol; have you lost your fucking mind?" Paul replies on a very offended tone. 


| turn my head toward Olli and | freeze. This time he has the sunglasses off and he is looking straight at me with 
those eyes resembling two pools of darkest far. 


"Oh, fuck!" | whisper unable to take my glance off hm 


"No!" | growl, trying to step back, but | cant fight it as | feel myself pulled and sucked into that pit of Hell in his 


irises. 


And Im falling, falling through the darkness like Im drowning in it. | cant find anything to grab onto, to stop my 
body from that endless falling like into a bottomless crevasse. | wave my arms, | stretch my legs, as if Im 
swimming, feeling that Im about to faint again But no, this is me falling and falling into this abyss. 


| must have died already, | keep felling myself, arching my neck in the air and closing my eyes. Fuck, why am I such 
an idot? | should have turned that page. The damn page! 


But | guess Im not at the bottom of the page yet, not at the time fo tum it 


| stretch out my arms, that's when | feel if, under my finger tips, the soft touch - feathers. | cling my fingers 
onto whatever | can manage to grab - under the layer of feathers | feel warm, yet sturdy flesh. Under my palms 
that flesh is tensing, moving, alive, as if trying fo get rid of me, but | clench my hands even harder and don't let 
go. The being that Ive clinged myself onto struggles, but in vain; | pull myself closer to its body. It doesnt help 
much, because it seems like the being loses its balance and now we're both falling, straight down, fast, like a rock 


through the darkest abyss. 


| dont see anything; | only feel the warmth emanated from the body that seems wrapped in a skin softer than sik. 
That body is strong, its fighting with me, trying to free itself from my grasp; the huge wings covered with feathers 
wave in a vain attempt to oppose the falling But my grasp is stronger, | move my hands and clench my fingers 
onto that beings wide and strong shoulders. | figure by now that it's not a bird, that body having rather human 
features. It also has hands, a pair of hands that cling their fingers onto my arms, squeezing my flesh so paintully, 
threatening to break my bones. It hurts so bad I let go of the shoulders for a split of a second, but | realize what 
Ím doing and cling onto that beings neck and | squeeze my fingers hard too. The flying being grabs my forearms 
again, squeezing my flesh again to make me let go of its neck, but | clutch my fingers harder onto that throat, in 
response. And we keep falling faster and faster, both of us refusing to let go, that being squashing my hands, my 
fingers strangling that throat. The creature's body is struggling under mine, shaking, as its hands try to remove my 
hands, but | squeeze even harder, realizing, panicked, that we'll smash against the ground soon - in four, three, two.. 


| sense those hands giving in, that body is only dead weight in my grasp; we collapse with a thud, that body acting 


lke a pillow for me, reducing the impact. | remain still for few seconds, catching my breath, waiting for my heart 


fo slow down its beats The creature doesnt move under me at all | realize that its not even breathing 
Oh fuck! 

Ljump to my feet 

Oh, fuck! H must be dead! 


| kneel and stretch out my hand to feel that body. Its just lying still, motionless. 


"You killed an angel!" 
| twist my head, alarmed | freeze, stunned by what I see. 


Behind me, afar, | see this large mirror. Right in front of the mirror, along the wall sustaining that mirror, there's a 


long slim bar. And, right there, at the bar, there's this man, this silhouette dressed lke and prepared for ballet 
Just what the fuck? 
Í rise slowly to my feet. 


"That was an angel that you made fo fall," the man fells me, as he moves his legs and arms gracefully. Judging by 


his voice, he must be.. 
"Flake?" | barely pronounce, forcing myself fo swallow this knot in my throat. 


The room is dimly lit, but his glasses and long sweaty hair glitter through the darkness. He swivels on the tp of his 


foes as | look at him, still refusing to believe what Im seeing. 


Suddenly | have this thought - | know this room, its the room in which | saw him sitting on that electric chair, with 
Schneider holding those wires. 


No, wait, this is Flake and he's wearing ballet tights and .. | cant hold it anymore - I burst into this howl of laughter. 


"Whats your fucking problem?" Flake snaps at me, as he lifts his skeleton-lke arm above his head while he extends 


one of his legs in front of the other and makes this semi-circular movement. 

"You must be joking," | laugh 

‘Look who's talking, the angels killer!" Flake humphs. "Stop pulling my leg!" He growls, as Im just laughing harder. 
‘Or what?" | grin 

"HI bash the shit out of youl" He throws this very arrogant reply as he makes another dance movement. 
"You?" And | laugh even harder. 

"Yeah, Ive trained myself in Karate!" 

"Ugh!" | fake fear, mocking him. 


"To protect myself when God will come to beat me," he adds, swiveling again 


"To punish you, you mean," | say as | attempt to take a step toward hm, but in the same instant -- 
"Argh!" This hideous face explodes trom the dark straight at me, Ike an angry wolf 

"Shit" 

| jump back but I stumble onto the dead body of the angel, and I fall on the floor 

What the..? 

I look again toward Flake as | see his silhouette making those swivels, and arm and leg movements But very near 
me is this thing, this creature, on all fours, showing his rotten teeth and growling at me. A crust of dry mud 


covers his face; he is wearing some rags, and around his neck he has this collar - a lead. But under all that, beyond 


the gestures like of an animal, | recognize him. 

"Paul?" 

He extends his neck, growling and sniffing me; his mouth is open revealing those horrible teeth, 
‘lake, whats with Paul that he..?" 


But | don’t continue my question, as my attention is drawn to another corner of the room. It is as if right in that 
moment someone turned on another spot from the ceiling - its light carves a yellow circle on the brownish floor, 
and in this circle lays this incredibly long human body with slm, dry limbs like made of dead tree branches Its a 
man, a bald man, wearing nothing but a diaper, a white diaper, and he seems as if he has been turned through 


flour, ready to be fried in a pan Ike a chicken drumstick. 


Right then | sense it, its a sensation first, then a sound Its lke a constant humming at the beginning, growing bigger 
and bigger, and louder, like the howling of the Beast when woken up during the night. 


~ To Be Continued ~ 
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| turn my head, feeling something lke panic starting fo drill a hole into my heart. For a split of a second | have this 
sort of revelation - on the other side of this dark room, a light blinks for just few seconds so it would reveal this 
silhouette. It is a man, young, with longish dark hair, his lower lp fuller than his upper lp and pushed a bit forward 
Ike a spoiled brat does. He is knelt with his back against a dirty wall, and he looks straight into my eyes; he wears 
black shiny leather pants and gloves, and a net fabric shirt that reveals his pectorals. The shiny leather twinkles 
reddish in the blinking light, as if his gloves and pants had been sprayed with fresh blood of a victim. | look back at 
him in awe, because | realize that | know that face, ve seen it before, in a room filled with all the oddities 
collected from all the corners of the world The sad look in his eyes and his frowned eyebrows remind me of that 


man that had everything anyone would want, and stil he wasn’t happy. 


This new growl chases away those images - in yet another corner | spot a different mirror. I lift myself, rising on 
my knees as | watch that silhouette in front of the second mirror, there is this man, on his knees too, but very 

close to the mirror; he seems very fascinated by what he sees in there, as he caresses the reflection floating on 
the glittering surface. He gets his face even closer to the mirror and first smells then starts licking his own image, 
while he emits these guttural moans - half pleasure, half anger. | can recognize his thick arms and muscled broad 


shoulders, as well as his black and spiky short hair. 

‘Oh, dear, these dogs again!" | hear this voice, while in the background the humming noise has become even louder, 
resembling more a howl The howl of the wakening Beast, making all the living beings lose their minds with fear, 
making them all howl and squeal, to growl, just like Paul in front of me, jumping at me, trying to bite me. But it 
seems that something stronger than him, someone is pulling that lead, just ike they are pulling mine, strangling my 
throat, choking me. 


"Down, down!" 


It is as if Im wearing a collar and someone is pulling it from behind, to force me to remain still and not jump on 


Paul to bite a chunk of his flesh to show him who's the head of the pack here! 
‘And you, Til, you always start these things!" 


The angry voice penetrates the darkness that fell violently over us, as the howling sound is so loud making the 


blood freeze in my veins. 
"Thats it, you're punished!" 


The voice again, that voice | know so well, as these two hands struggle with the muzzle fo fix it in my mouth | 
squeeze my eyes shut, deafened and terrified by the howling noise, as | give in and allow the muzzle to be placed 


into my opened mouth and fixed there. It tastes of plastic and keeps my jaws apart, making my whole face to 
start aching. 


"We'll be out of here soon," this whisper promises me, as Im pet on the back of my head, with a calming gesture. 


The voice is right, the howling sounds start to decrease in intensity, and, as it is getting lower and lower, its as if 
lm regaining my senses. Smells. Sounds. Humans, warm flesh, pounding hearts, vibrating veins, sweat, perfumes, 


food... The howling fades out, and | dare fo open my eyes, bit by bit 


A particular smell grabs all my attention; | sense it through all those scents of leather, fresh bread, heated plastic, 
skin, coffee beans, fabrics, clean clothes, not washed in a long time clothes, fear, regrets, sleepiness, joy, boredom, 


treshly-washed hair, dirty hair - through all that penetrates this scent of blood 


| stretch my neck to get closer to the source of that smell intoxicating me and arousing all my senses - a bit lke 
raw meat starting to rotten. Something dark and primitive is awakening inside me as | bathe all my senses in this 
scent; through my lowered eyelids | see the thin, young legs as they stand near my face, ending under a short 
skirt 


h that instant my neck is jerked forcefully, the collar tightening its grp, biting my flesh, choking me. | twist my 
head, annoyed, but my glance meets the sharp, reproachtul glare of those blue eyes. The furrowed eyebrows are 
Telling me that Im going too far again 


Frau's icy glare is telling me that Im not allowed that. But | can’t help it! 


Í turn my head slowly, while trying to say something, but my jaws fixed and parted by the muzzle let me only 
emit this unhappy growl My whole being screams for it! 


Instead, | look around me, trying to resist that lure. Near me, on both sides, are Flake, Paul, Olli and Richard, all 
leashed, just ke me. Each of them are on all fours, just lke me, on the floor of the subway train Not too far 
from us is this young guy standing and listening to music on his headphones - those wild rushed sounds flooding his 
ears. He is moving his head slowly, his whole body is vibrating in the rhythm and the sounds poured directly into his 
brain. 


People sitting, people standing, all wearing these stern looks on their immobile faces, as if their souls left their 
bodies, while their carcasses are just empty shells transported by a demented, howling steel worm crossing through 
the ground. Puppets! 


Near a door, three men and a woman are talking fervently - in some Town, in some country, there have been 
some suicide bombings in subway trains. One of the guys states that he's not afraid to travel by subway, even 


after those events 


| lower my head and the thick enticing smell sneaks through my nostrils 


| know that the guy is lying, he hasnt gotten on a train since the bombing occurred - he's still paralyzed by fear. 
The woman comments that the next target of the terrorists might be another capital city on this continent. 


| lift my head toward the source of the luring smell, inhaling that warmth, as | feel the saliva filling up my mouth; 
my lps are tingling - soft, fleshy, heated thighs and the heavy sweet scent of blood - its a young woman 


menstruating 


The huge metal worm stops with a groan, as its wheels bite the steel tracks. My collar is jerked again, but gently. 
Its time to go. 


Feet, shoes, socks, summer sandals, painted toenails, ankles - all move fast under my eyes. Paul starts walking, so 
does Flake. | follow them, then Olli begins to move, and then Richard Richard, though, rushes and pushes Olli as if 
trying to snatch his place by my side. But our leashes are jerked again, forcing Richard fo give up, to resume his 
place and to walk properly like the good doggie he is 


My palms and knees leave the soft cover of the train's floor as we all step out onto the cold, sturdy tiles of the 
subway station From behind us | pick the clapping sound of Frau’s sandals. Frau is the only thing in this world that | 
fear. Frau and the insane howl of the subway train Frau knows it, about us fearing the train, but nothing can make 


her change the route. 


The arousing scent of raw meat just starting to rotten catches up with us from behind, and then passes fast by 
us, distancing itself with each rushed step, to fade away among the other scents and flavors. The teenage girl 
climbs the stairs; my collar gets jerked again, Frau doesnt allow us to rush affer the girl, so we just extend our 
necks inhaling the remains of that luring scent. We must walk and behave properly like the good house-trained dogs 


we are. 


"Youre not allowed with pets in the subway, maam," says a young fellow to Frau as we pass through the gates 
Frau throws him one of these annoyed glances, the glare of her blue eyes, filled with disdain piercing through and 


silencing him. 


Of course Frau knows, but these stupid rules cant make Frau change the route, either. We always take the train 


when we go downtown 


We're at the stairs by now and we start climbing to the surface; the cool air from underground backs off bit by 
bit as we feel our bodies engulfed by this humid heat, as if a huge animal is breathing right into our faces. Above 


the ground is a hot summer afternoon. 


Under my eyes run these flickering images - bare legs, long pants, short pants, skirts - colored flashes, as all those 
human sweaty bodies walk by us. Dust, groans and growls, heated almost melting concrete, 


On the other hand, Frau seems immune to heat - Frau always has to be dressed like a proper lady: brown shoes, 
stockings, brown skirt and coat, shirt and scarf, and her small brown purse to match the clothes. Fraus clothes are 


a bit out of fashion, giving her an older allure, but Frau always looks decent, wearing the proper make-up, nail 


polish, earrings, bracelet and the pear! necklace. 


| blink heavily, blinded by the eye-crushing strong golden light above the ground. I spot Richard climbing a bit faster 
than the rest of us, as if trying to shove between Olli and me. But Ollis grow! stops him for a second. Then Richard 
growls back at Oll, opens his mouth and jumps at his face, biting the base of his nose. 


"Down, Richard!" Frau murmurs, pulling his leash 


Richard resumes his place again, and continues walking in the same pace as us, even if from time to time he emits 
these displeased hisses. 


We get on the sidewalk and continue our way. We cant smell it yet, but wewe already sensed it in Fraus thoughts 
and attitude: it's Sunday, so we're going to that big park 


Ah, the big park with thick and sweet scents of grass and leaves, with all those bugs and insects to chase around, 
with the cubs of humans playing and running all over the place, and, most of all, with the other dogs, just like us. 
The luring smell of rich vegetation, and, most important, of freedom from our leashes is sneaking into our nostrils, 


intoxicating us, making us quiver in expectancy of the promised happy time. 


Our collars get jerked - we stop. We wait. We have to cross the street - howling metal monsters pass like insane 
flashing nightmares. When the road is empty, we start crossing it. Then, we stop again Another stream where 
these screaming monsters run like insane. But it is there, the park, with all those promises of good things. Its there, 
we have to get there, now, to run, now, to sniff those things and to.. 


My collar tightens its grp as | attempt to jump, followed by the others 
‘sane bitch!" 
The yell lingers a bit behind the howling speeding monster. 


| know it was meant to Frau. | turn my head fo look at Frau. I know that expression on Frau's face - young men 


these days dont have manners at alll 
| bow my head; Frau will punish me again for attempting to jump into the busy road 


Frau pulls the leashes and we start walking, away from the boiling heat and hot asphalt - to the park, under the 
cool shadows, drugged by the smell of green We are welcomed by the joyful music of chirping birds, screams and 
laughter of children, whooshing sounds of leaves and strands of grass. A different world made of myriads of odd 
creatures crawling on the musky earth; and then there's the soothing murmur of the water in the fountain placed 


in the center of the park 


We walk through the alleys, each of us stopping from time to time for a few seconds, to sniff different parts of 
the ground - yes this is the place, the leashes will be off and we'll be allowed to run around But we want to run 


now! 


Chattering old women, a baby fell and it is crying now, a ball jumping on the pebbled alleys, boys running, and the 
roar of a skateboard - why are we stil walking? 


Frau stops only when she finds an empty bench, though From beyond the trees aligned behind the bench come the 
sounds and the scents of others lke us - | want to go there and check whom they are! 


Frau takes a seat on the bench; in the process her hand crosses downward the back of her skirt, to make sure it 
won't get wrinkled while she is sitting | pull a bit, nervous; | want to go there, they must know who's the boss here, 
whose territory this really is! 


Frau puts the purse on the bench and starts to release Flake from his leash. Paul gets closer to Fraus hands, 
sniffing Frau's fingers as they open the lock on Ollis leash | quiver anxiously; | have to go there! Frau frees Richard 
from his leash, and then gets to Paul's. | look into Frau's blue eyes, as Im expecting my tum 


lm always the bigger one. Im always the one winning the fights, the fearless one, my hot blood boiling in my veins, 
and the shape of my big muscles giving me this intimidating allure. 


Click! My leash is off foo! 


Í look again into Frau's eyes, fixing them with my glare. But Frau's stern glance brings me the bad news - no, the 


muzzle stays there! 


| emit this sad sigh, followed by this irritated growl as the others rush through the trees to our playground, they 
run growling and groaning, jumping at each other and sniffing and checking the surroundings. | look again at Frau, but 
she has already straightened her back, she's not even seeing me anymore. | start walking slowly to the playground, 
stopping from time to time, pretending to be interested by the contorted wooden snake that is a root from one of 
the trees, or by some strand of grass. My jaws are aching already, | want this muzzle off! 


Once | get fo that part where our kind is allowed fo play, | run a bit among the others, growl at one, jump on 
another, but Im not really in the mood. So, since ve shown who's the strongest there, | walk lazily away. | get back 
fo the bench; | stop in front of Frau and sigh again, saddened - please, take this muzzle off! | get even closer to 
Fraus knees and my eyes try to meet her glance, but she's avoiding my glare. | know what Frau is thinking of, Frau 
always thinks of that when she punishes me - someone told her that if she gets me neutered, Hi become more 
docile. But Frau doesn’t want that; Frau is a loner and we are her only protection Besides, Frau doesnt want us 
tamed: Frau loves the wild side of us, since Frau’s own soul is trained into civilization. Since Frau wouldn't ease her 


fight grp on her own instincts, Frau prefers to have us with our primitive and dark ways. 


Í growl and push Frau's leg with my forehead Frau's long fingers with red painted nails run through my hair. Frau 
can figure what Im going through right now, but Im stil punished! 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 


Chapter 27 


Part  - Just Like You Imagined 
Chapter 27 


‘Nice dog," a man's voice wakes me from this torpor that was spreading through me under Fraus touch; | twist my 
head and a growl escapes through my muzzle. Free my mouth, and Il rp his fucking leg off! 


The man, nicely dressed, in his 40s, backs off when he sees Fraus metallic sharp blue glare. He has a wife and kids 
somewhere. | know that and Frau knows it too. They always hit on Frau; we don't like that, because sometimes it 
angers and offends Frau The man continues his walk, as | bring myself closer to Fraus shin. | close my eyes and 
lean my cheek over Frau's thigh. Through the fabric of the skirt, Frau's warmth spreads over my face. | still wish 
Frau would free me of this muzzle. | sigh, saddened 


| know that Richard is there, making out that he's the head of the pack, in my absence. After me, he is the 
strongest one, but he's cunning and sneaky; he has the ways of a feline, acting the cute and the playful one when I 
can read clearly his intentions, in his eyes like those of a tiger. That wild glitter that he hides under his eyelids as 
he's squinting at us - he'd devour anything and nothing would stop him. But he's faking and playing the submissive 
until he gets what he wants. And he almost always gets what he wants. | do too, but only because Im feared 


Only Frau doesnt fear me. Frau loves me and I love Frau. Frau brings the food; Frau brings the water, the comfort 
and the punishment. | have fo listen to Frau's will before my own will Because Frau is the one pulling the leash, and 
making that collar tighten around my throat, choking me. But Frau knows what I like and what | want, even better 

than myself; Frau knows when Im angry and when Im sad, and brings me comfort with her touch And what | want 


is her touch; in those moments Im on the top of the world, nothing else matters, everything else ceases to exist. 


But | know, too, when Frau is upset; that stone cold soul inside Frau's fall and slm body has its moments. When Im 
near Frau, though, Frau doesn't have to fear, or to be sad And Frau knows that Im aware of whats troubling her 
soul Other humans treat us as simple dogs; for Frau we are the only things that she allows herself fo love, and 
the only things loving her in return 


This scent getting closer to us makes me open my eyelids a bit. IFs an old woman approaching our bench, she is 
tired, her aged back is aching, She's looking for a place where she can rest her old bones, and stay away from the 


merciless sun. The old woman asks Frau for permission to sit, and Frau allows her to take a seat on our bench, 


"These hot summer days are bad for old women like me," the newcomer comments, and Frau agrees, as her 


fingers are playing on the back of my neck 


Í sense and then hear Paul thumping as he's running toward us. | smell his heated scent, as he passes by and stops 


to sniff our new acquaintance. 


‘He won't bite," Frau assures the old lady on a flat tone. 


Paul doesn't waste much time anyway, there are too many things out there that have fo be sniffed and played 
with. Only | am punished, having fo wear this nasty muzzle! 


"Thats one big and strong dog," the old woman comments. "H must really eat a lot." 


"He's a good dog," Frau replies on her stern voice, as she keeps massaging my shoulders through the cloth of my 


coat. 
| stretch my neck even more along Frau's thigh, as Im squeezing my eyelids and growling in pleasure. 


Yeah, Im a good dog. | guard Fraus life just as Frau is taking care of mine. When Frau walks me out, no one dares 
fo get near us. Ive chased away so many who would do wrong to our Frau. Some of them are stil wearing the 
marks of my tangs and claws imprinted on their skin and flesh for good Oh, Ive tasted their blood on my tongue 
when | ripped their flesh open! 


"How many do you have?" The old woman is in the mood for conversation 

ve." 

‘Oh, it must be difficult" 

"Yes, but its worth it Some tmes they are better than any human" 

"This is true; they have pure souls and. 

And the old woman and Frau go on with their chatter as | let myself slp into ts sweet torpor, lulled by their 
voices, the restless whispers of the leaves, the murmurs of the water in the fountan, the screams of children and 


the growls of the other dogs like me playing in the park 


The two of them falk about neutral things - pets, this world that seems fo have gone crazy, with all these bomb 
attacks. Frau's voice is always deep, low, never raising, never screaming, stern and distant; no one is allowed fo 
guess Frau's feelings, no one is allowed to peek inside Frau’s soul because they might see what only | what only we, 
the Frau's five pets, can see. 


The wind through the branches is getting faster and cooler, and the shadows have thickened The old lady has left 
our bench long ago. 


Fraus muscles tense a bit. | jump up on all fours. | know - time to go home! Time to eat - Im hungry. And then, 


maybe, Frau will make a gesture to show me she forgives me. 


Frau calls the others, and they all gather around us. Frau puts our leads on and we start walking again. The others 
smell of earth, of leaves and heated grass, and of the other creatures like us that they've been playing with 


This time | manage to shut down my instincts; | dont start chasing others of our kind we meet on our way, | don't 
run after the howling metal monsters, | don’t burst out as if driven insane by the crushing sound of the subway 
frain 


Soon we are out again, in our old neighborhood, where Frau lives with us, in one of those yellowed by tme two 
story buildings. Working class and immigrants. All the languages, colors and smells of the whole world have gathered 
here, in this small square. 


Before we climb to our little apartment, Frau stops at the corner shop; a middle aged fat Turkish guy gives her 
the usual - the Sunday candy box. Always the same brand, always the same flavor. The Turk guy doesn't 
comment, but | know just what thoughts cross his mind. It's about all those things that cross the minds of 
everyone that lives in this neighborhood - the things they say about Frau. 


They can't say them out loud; they cant do anything to Frau, because Frau never gives anyone a reason to argue, 
no one can reproach Frau for anything But | can read in their hearts how they fear and how they despise this 
person that intrigues them so much with her stone cold allure, her loneliness and the way Frau keeps everyone at 


a distance from her own private life. 


Here, in this place where everyone knows what everyone else does, what they have inside their small apartments, 
who's cheating with whom, when they eat, what they eat, when they sleep, fornicate, shit or fight - well, here, 


Frau's attitude and secrecy is an abomination. A sin A heresy! 


And Frau knows it. Frau senses the lewd glances of the men, sliding over her tall and slim figure, her thighs profiled 
through the fabric of her skirt - her always long enough to cover the knees skirt! - the same men that badmouth 
her and call her a tramp. Frau knows also of the jealousy of the women; envious of her fine and perfect 
silhouette, of the way men turn their heads after her on the street when she walks by. Frau ignores them all and 
pretends that she doesn't notice everyone's struggles to give her a hard time, starting with the comments made 
by neighbors as she passes by, comments said in whisper, but loud enough to be heard by the target 


They even tried to get Frau evicted because she keeps five pets in her house. First they tried to force her fo give 
us away. But Frau wouldn't; we're all Frau has now, the only things remaining, the only souls to offer Frau 


unconditional love. 


The smell of chocolate coming from the old books, the dry warm scent of the wooden and worn out furniture, the 
wall in the lounge - covered with all those pictures and post cards - fell me that we're home. 


Frau takes the muzzle off my mouth; | clench my jaws and grit my teeth - its so nice to feel my tongue again | 
sit patiently as Frau takes off my clothes as well - no need for them inside the house. So nice to feel my bare 
skin again and to walk freely on the thick fuzzy carpets again! 


Frau undresses us all, and then she changes into house clothes as well 


Richard jumps on the couch, claiming it all for himself as he sprawls his muscled body over it so no one would dare 
fo climb on his couch, | could just walk over there and growl at him, showing my teeth - he'd jump off the couch 
in that instant; he'd whimper, lower his head and throw me these ferocious glances while allowing me to take my 


place. But | can't be bothered right now. 


Olli follows Frau into the small kitchen as she's preparing our food, while Paul keeps nibbling and biting Flake when this 
one isn’t paying attention. When Flake turns at him, annoyed, Paul growls and reveals his rusty colored teeth, 


Í sniff the air as the wind brings coolness from outside - yes, it will rain soon! 


Frau loves the sound of rain; it soothes Frau's fainted soul And we love the rain too, because we get to gather 


with her in the bed, near her warm body, while her hands caress us. 


My glance gets stuck on that wall - | never know what these pictures are there for, or why humans need them - 
these images of other humans or places frozen on that paper. Paper doesn't even taste good! 


Humans, so strange and so pointlessly complicated! 


ust like | cant understand why Frau stops in front of this wall from time to time, to stare at those silhouettes - 
prisoners of the paper - while in her soul starts a really painful battle. Why look at something that makes her so 
mad and so bitter? 


But no, Frau keeps doing if, in spite of the torment in her heart; she looks at the image of the young guy with a 
very, very short haircut, as he smiles happily like he has no worry in the world. He is wearing a khaki uniform and 
carries a rifle. Time was merciless with this piece of cardboard, but | can tell that the guy has blue eyes, and a 
face very familar to me. Then Fraus look moves to another piece of paper - the image of the same army man, 
this time holding his cubs, a boy and a girl And next to this picture, another showing two teenagers, a boy and a 
girl, also. They both have very blue eyes, and very familar facial features. When Frau looks at this particular 


image, love and sadness pour from Frau's soul, so thick, so warm, | can almost grab a bite of it 


| hate those things on the wall, because they upset Frau so much! One day | managed to grab one of them and I 
threw it on the floor and broke if. Small pieces of its cover pierced through my skin making me bleed, but that 
didn't stop me trom tearing that thing apart. 


it was the first and the only time Frau ever got mad at me. So mad, that she hit me with the leash, repetitively, 
over my back and legs Then she threw the leash and grabbed me in her arms as she was whimpering and salted 


water was streaming down her face. 


Frau never hits us, doesnt even shout at us Its enough, one of Frau's low and deep voiced comments or one of 
those fierce looks in her cold blue eyes to put us back fo our places when we misbehave. But on that day Frau's 
body was burning with anger, and | never understood why Frau didnt see that | wanted to help, to destroy the 


source of those bitter feelings tormenting her soul 


As | hear Frau's steps, | run into the next room and lay down there, on the carpet. | close my eyes. | hear Richard 
Jumping off the couch and going somewhere to lay down and pretend that he's sleeping too. 


Frau calls us; its dinner time. | hear the others thumping and jumping. | dont have fo; | walk slowly, patiently. Im the 
biggest; Hi have the bigger dish. | always do. 


When | make my appearance, they all move aside, lowering their bodies submissively, and making room for me. 


They know that if they don't HI just bite them, indiscriminately, especially today, as Im upset for being punished 


Other times, affer | finish my meal, whether Im still hungry or not, | chase away one of them to have his 


leftovers too, just fo show them who's in charge here. 


Today, though, | finish the food in my bowl and then leave the kitchen | go into the lounge and lay down on the 
carpet, near the couch where Frau is sitting | know that on the coffee table in front of the couch is the box 
containing the sweet treasure. But Frau doesnt seem to have any intention to open it; Frau is smoking one of those 


things - a long, white, slim cigarette, that smells of menthol Another strange thing humans do! 


| sense that Frau is sad, so sad, too sad to open the box to indulge in one of the few things Frau really enjoys in 
this life. 


Another thing Frau enjoys doing is fo sit at the huge wooden box and caress its keys with her fingers, making it sing 
all those pure and lulling sounds - Frau works magic and I love watching her doing that. Frau has all those things 
that do stuff, emit all sorts of sounds, flicker and flash, they are all lke magic, but nothing charms me like the 
huge wooden music box. Its Ike in those moments Frau actually speaks to the world, to us, to whoever wants fo 


listen to what she has to say. Those are the only moments Frau lets the world know of her thoughts and feelings. 


Not today, though Today Frau sits on the couch, her glance lost somewhere afar, through the big openings in the 
walls of the house, to the darkening cloudy sky. Its about fo start raining, | sense its wet scent. 


| hear the others finishing their meals and coming in the room. They each find a place for themselves, laying down 
there, on the floor, around the couch We are all waiting We pretend to try fo relax after dinner, but, in fact, 
were all focused, waiting for the moment when we'll hear the ripping sound of the plastic wrapper around the box 
on the coffee table. But Frau doesnt do anything, Frau wouldnt even look at the wall with pictures, it would sadden 
her even more. Richard makes an attempt to sneak near Frau, on the couch, but Frau pushes him away with a 


gentle gesture. 


Humans think we're stupid Humans are so busy making all those useless noises. If they'd be quiet for just one 


second they'd hear and they would know more. They'd hear all those things they think pets like us dont know. 


| heard some talking about Frau, saying that a long time ago the army man in the pictures used to be Frau. Or that 
Frau used to be that man. This is one, if not the main thing, why they hate Frau so much 


Humans are so busy emitting sounds through their mouths so they can't hear what their hearts and souls are 


speaking. If they'd be quiet for a bit they could learn how full of care and love Frau's soul is. They'd notice Frau's 
gentle hands as those hands caress and heal. They would, if they wouldn't be so busy talking about how Frau's own 


family is ashamed of her or how Frau's own children denied her. 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 


Chapter 28 


Part Il - Just Like You Imagined 
Chapter 28 


A loud thunder - the sky cracking threateningly for a split of a second - makes me open my eyes and raise my 
head, alarmed The sky is black, and water is pouring mercilessly, heavily - it smells wet, of damp leaves and earth 
inside our little home is quiet, but warm; even the ever agitated Paul lies on the carpet listening to the rain 


drumming on windows, walls and trees 


Frau stands up and walks to the bedroom. The others follow Frau, but | remain in my place. | haven't forgotten 
that she punished me today. So Im punishing her in return; Im not going to lay near her, Frau will miss my 
company tonight. 


But Fraus heart is felling me that Frau doesnt want anyone this time. Frau is too upset on this particular day. Too 
upset fo even do what Frau does in some evenings, in her bed 


On some nights, hidden by the darkness, Frau's hands start caressing her own body, especially Frau's thighs and 
between them. And in those moments Frau's breathing becomes heavier and heavier by the second, Frau's heart 
starts pounding wild, all her blood is boiling and rushing under Frau's heated skin, as those hands, Frau's own hands, 
keep touching and caressing that burning and tingling with desire body. Then, at some point, Frau even ceases to 
breathe at all, for few seconds; then Frau sighs heavily and long. It's over! 


Frau rolls in the bed and hides her face in the soft pillow. There's no salt water streaming down her face, but I can 
hear her soul crying Frau is sad, longing for some warmth, an affectionate touch, other than her own touch. Frau 
needs comfort and soothing And the only comfort Frau gets is the gratitude and adoration Frau can read in our 
eyes 


h those moments, her stern glance turns warm and full of love, like when I started fo lap the salty water off her 
face. | was aching after all that beating, but I still loved her, because no one else in this world touches, caresses, 
feeds or heals my wounds besides Frau. 


This tp-tap on the floors wakes me up. | can smell him. | know it is him, by the way he sounds when he walks, by 
the sound of his breathing and that half growl, half purring he does. Its Richard 


He left Frau's bedroom and he's wandering around the house. | can almost envision his feline walking Through my 
eyelashes | spot the sparkling of his eyes through the darkness - two playful blue-green flames. He's up to 


something. He wants something. He's restless, looking for something 


| keep observing his soft movements through the dark. He walks over to me and sniffs the skin on my legs and 
thighs; his breath is hot, burning. Richard growls and purrs in the same time. He is the only one of us able to do 
that. 


lift my head and look at him while he pushes his head forward, the skin on his face hotly touching my crotch 
Then he raises his head a bit; his eyes are throwing flashing flames through the darkness. He grins and continues to 
purr. He lowers his back submissively, then he pushes my arm with his forehead 


| remain motionless, pretending that | dont understand what he's in for. But the hot blow of his breath on the skin 
of my abdomen ignites something in my fibers. | lay my head back on the carpet; his wet and hot tongue starts 
lapping at my skin, its touch burning me. Richard purrs louder as he goes further licking my member - a hot snake's 
head playing on my awakening cock. He's licking my skin lke he's lapping his water or milk. He purrs warm, enticing 
He gets bold - even if | growl - keeping on licking my stiffened flesh and caressing my balls with his mouth, 


Í jump up on all fours, groaning louder and deeper, Richard lowers his body, revealing to my sight his wide and 
muscled shoulders, but his glance keeps fixing me - two fires from the deepest hell All my senses are wide awake 
now, all my fibers - tensed The icy flames keep dancing in Richard's squinting eyes, as he's purring and getting his 
face closer to my skin. He is rubbing his body against mine, inviting me. 


| fake the others whenever | please. Richard is different. He wouldnt stay for me to mount him until he loses the 
fight, when | crush him under my body weight and he has the marks of my teeth on his flesh. And even then, 
when Im on top of him, he still struggles; he growls and grunts, hisses and tries fo spit on me, until Im done with 
him. Then he retreats in some corner or under the bed to lick the blood prickling from his wounds, and whenever 
one of the others tries to get near him or only passes by the respective corner, he growls at them, revealing his 
threatening fangs. Otherwise, when Im not aware, he takes the others when he pleases too. He has needs too; he's 
stronger and more ferocious than them, too. Some times | catch him in the act, and only Frau can put an end to 
our tight. 


Right now Im getting my face closer to his body and inhale his hot scent. Richard purrs and turns his head to 
watch me, as lm walking around him, but he remains motionless until we get face to face, staring into each other's 
eyes. My breath is rushed, my chest shaken by choked growls, my glare piercing his glance. He grins, revealing his 
white glittering teeth | stretch my neck fo get closer to sniff the skin on his throat - his heated skin emanates a 
luring thick organic scent, drugging and hazing me. | move my head, his mouth is half open; | grab his lp between my 
teeth, but | dont np the flesh Richard purrs and growls into my mouth, trying to bite my lp too. Hs heavy hot 
breath is burning the skin on my face. 


| growl and grin back at him as | free his lip. Richard stretches his back | walk until | get behind him. He remains still, 
allowing me to climb on his wide and muscled back. | put my palms on his shoulders, pushing his chest fo the floor 
as Im entering him. He keeps purring while, from time to time, these short growls escape his throat as | start 


pounding into him. 
Beyond his constant purring and our mixed growls and groans, my ears catch this tip-tap on the floors. Its not 
Frau, so | keep mounting Richard as Im biting the back of his neck fo hold him subdued He turns his face toward 


me, and bites gently on my cheek He lowers his body, parting his legs even more so | can penetrate hm deeper. 


The tip-tap on the floors gets closer to us, and | can smell Paul's presence in the room with us. | grunt, displeased. 


Richard groans and then hisses, annoyed, but that doesn’t chase away the intruder. | hear Paul getting even closer, 
sniffing our heated and damp with sweat bodies. Richard parts his legs even more, then turns his head again and 
bites gently on the skin of my face. | dont stop, but | keep my eyes on Paul who sneaks near Richard and lowers 
his body until he gets under him. Richard winces under me; | growl and bite his shoulder making him hiss in pain, while 
Ím pounding harder in him. From under his body | hear these lapping sounds - Paul is licking Richard's erect member 
and balls. And, from time to time, his tongue touches my own balls. 


Richard leans his head backward, mouth wide open - white teeth glittering in the dark - as he is gasping for air, 
these spasmodic choked grunts escaping his throat: he is releasing and Paul, underneath, is licking it all. Richard's 
muscles clasp rhythmically around my own member, setting me off. | shove his shoulders down fo the floor, as Im 


releasing too, motionless, only these spasmodic growls escaping my throat. 


Then we remain lke that for minutes, trying to catch our breaths, waiting for the moment when Hi be able to pull 
my swollen member out of him. We listen fo the silence, fo the rain, to the wind outside lashing the trees And, 
over all that, the timid lapping sounds of Paul's tongue as he's licking the remains of semen, Richard's and mine, 
once | withdraw from Richard 


| walk lazily, drained and satiated, to a corner of the room to collapse there as Im watching Paul cleaning the skin 
between Richard's legs. But at one point, with a sudden jump and fierce groan, Richard chases Paul away. The 


smaller one backs off and walks to Frau's bedroom. 


| sprawl better on the floor, my skin absorbing the fuzzy touch of the carpet under me. | lay down my head, close 
my eyes and listen fo my blood pounding through my veins. Over that, | can hear Richard purring and walking 
almost soundless around the house; tip-tap, tip-tap in the kitchen, tip-tap, tip-tap in the lounge, tip-tap, tip-tap in 
the bedroom, tip-tap, tip-tap back in the lounge. 


Once in here, he remains stil, only his scent and that constant purring betraying his presence. Then, tip-tap, tip-tap 
closer to me. He gets his face near the skin on my thighs, his hot, humid breath burning my skin lke a wet flame. 
He lowers his head and with his damp forehead pushes my arm. He moves, twists and twitches until he sneaks near 
my body, rubbing his shoulders against my chest as he's slowly laying on the carpet, snuggling as close as he can 
against my body, between my arms 


l open my eyes a bit, my glance meeting the sparkling glare of his eyes. Richard stretches his neck, laying his chin 
on my arm sprawled on the floor, then he sighs. He's satiated, drained and content too. Richard closes his eyes, 
lays his cheek on my skin while keeping purring. | lift my leg lazily and place my thigh over his hps, and he brings his 
rump closer to my crotch and abdomen. | close my eyes again, listening to him: that's his ‘lm the happiest" purr. 
Sometimes | get jealous of him, | wish | could purr like that too. 


Under my lowered eyelids - my own wall of pictures: howling metal monsters, heated grass, heavy scent of 
women menstruating, screams of children playing in the park, Frau looking at me, and only at me. h her eyes 
there's this glance full of affection for her most favorite pet ever, as her long, tine fingers with red painted nails 
hold a piece of sweet happiness for me, and only for me - a chocolate candy from the box on the coffee table. 


Black horse, red dress, hot blood pumping through young and alive body, she was riding through the forest faster 
than a dream, but her sweet scent got to us It tickled our nostrils; it awakened our senses. Finally, after so much 
fime spent here, dormant, in this forest, it was happening We closed our eyes - under our eyelids we could see 

the frozen black ground of the forest, covered with dead leaves, and with an icy layer of snow. Our minds were 
traveling fast, with the speed of light or quicker, scanning the forest lke we always did, until we stumbled upon 
that glittering white piece of cloth with a red monogram. We knew it was hers We knew she dropped it when her 
nervous and easily scared horse rose on its back legs The animal sensed something. Something that its mistress was 


aware of too, even if she didn't believe in its existence. The horse sensed us. 


The legends and the myths were telling about the dead forest and about the creature that lived in it. No one 
recalled ever having seen a single green leaf or a new branch in the oddly shaped trees that looked like old men 
dressed in rags. There was no life, actually, in that forest, except for the Creature. And the Creature, even if no 
one ever saw it, they all knew that it could change shapes, that it was deceiving and dangerous. Sometimes, on 
some winter nights, it would appear under the form of a white immense wolf with bloody glittering red eyes. Some 
of those living in the villages nearby were even felling about some young and very beautiful women that have 
disappeared, and the corpses of a few of them, drained of blood, were found later. But these stories were told 
only in whisper, because the Creature could see and heard it all. It could even hear the thoughts 


Of course, there were some that were dismissing all that as being old womens tales and just that, that there 
wasn't any Creature, and that it happens when the winters are very hard for wolves fo come out of the woods 
and get near people's houses as they are driven by hunger. But, stil, no one dared to venture into the forest. The 
dark twisted silhouettes of the trees, the leafless branches extending like skeleton hands, and the putrid carpet of 
dead leaves were too grim for anyone to try fo venture here. And some people were even wondering how come 


the trees never grow any leaves but there's always that layer of rusty leaves on the ground of the forest. 


We finally reached to where she had dropped the small handkerchief. We took it in our hand. It felt as if it were 


alive, still warm, damp with sweat and stained with make-up. It smelled sweet, alluring 


"E must be her," Flake whispered in the motionless and comatose forest, because it was his body we had the shape 
of, at that moment 


Affer so many tries, we were tired It had to be her, the one whose blood would bring us back to life and lift the 
curse. We were tired of killings and of waiting. It had been too long and we had to be able to complete our task - 
fo find the Dragon, kill it and retrieve the Sun 


‘She's going to a ball," Paul announced "We're going to a party, fellows!" 
This time his attempts of cheering us up weren't succeeding; | could sense that even he felt a bit anxious and 


concerned - we knew we wouldn't be able to keep that way too long, there was too much frustration 


accumulated. 


Affer wandering around, looking for the right one and never finding her, only leaving a trail of dead bodies behind us, 
we took refuge in this forest It was for the best; Beasts belong to the woods. And we were beasts, six wolves We 
couldn't be six different entities and have human shapes. The only way to have a human form was to be all six of 


us stuck in one. It could have any face and frame we wanted it To, but it was only one for six different souls. 
"She's late, that's why she came through our forest,” Richard formulated his answer before | could even ask. 


At first it felt odd, but httle by httle we got adjusted with the situation - we werent actually talking, we were 
thinking, and what one of us thought of, the others knew in the same instant. 


We followed her. We followed her scent, actually - an invisible string, yet so perceivable for a wolf. Yes, we 
took the shape of a white wolf; a wolf runs faster than a human. But, when we got less than a mile away 
from the castle we stopped. It felt like an invisible wall, yet a very thick one. We were about to leave the 
stillness and the coldness of our lair, the forest. We were about to leave behind the million worlds, each with 


their own order and hierarchy, and enter this chaotic and full-of-despair world of humans. 


We took the shape of Paul, first, to sneak near the castle and observe what was going on inside through a 
window. It felt as if we were six entities of smoke locked inside a carcass of icy cold metal; beyond the glass of 
the window there was music, there was laughter and small talk, there were all those warm bodies, wrapped in 
skin and flesh, with veins pulsating with all that blood pumped through. 


We took the shape of Christoph and entered. It was late and most of the people were already a bit drunk, so 
we could sneak in without any problems, without getting noticed. 


‘Its not the Beasts castle, though," Christoph thought with a trace of regret. 


No, it wasn't and we knew it | had told them long, long ago that the Dragon was in a castle on an island, in the 
North, where it was so cold that the ocean's surface was covered by a thick layer of ice. | saw all that in the 
maps cabinet. Yet, | never got to see the Beast The others said that they didn't see the Beast either, in any of 
the worlds they'd been thrown into. 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter 29 


Part Ill - Just Like You Imagined 
Chapter 24. 


The nights in the forest are long, and the motionless waiting is even longer. So we were felling each other things. 
"What worlds?" | wanted to know. 


At first they didn’t answer, so | thought | should start felling them about the worlds Ive been to. | told them about 
the bombarded city where those three guys were playing cellos among the ruins. 


"l wonder whether they are stil alive," Christoph replied He recalled how much he enjoyed the music back then 


Now we have the shape of Christoph, walking among pairs of dancers at this ball. We're pretending to be 
enjoying this thing going on here, but we are looking for her. Her blood is calling us. 


We have a ship waiting for us out there, but the tme was passing, gray day after gray day, winter, spring, 
summer, autumn and winter again. We were as if locked in this forest where it is always a dark winter, while the 
fields and hills around it have sunny days Too. 

The days in the forest seem fo always be very long and gray. We hid among dead leaves, just as we hid from 
each other while trapped in one body. We were talking fo each other in some sort of whispers - they aren't 
exactly words, they are thoughts. But the others can "hear" what we think. 


Yet, Flake told me a bit about the places he has been - lke that ants colony he was a slave in, and other things 
that, if | hadn't been myself through all the things Ive been so far, | would say he's on drugs or something 


‘ts the Beast playing with us," Richard repeated. 'H doesnt want us to get to its place." 
"l was expecting that we ‘d have fo fight with armies of monsters," Olli intervened 
‘ft looks more like we re fighting with ourselves," Paul noticed 


‘Maybe this thing with the forest is just another trick, "| thought one day as | was looking at the gray skies, 
crossed by big black birds flying to the South and screaming at each other on loud, disgusting voices. 


"Then we should go find the ship," Flake had suggested 


And we tried, but lke magic, we couldn't leave the forest. The moment wed step out of if, we'd only take wolf 
shapes or would find all six of us crowded inside a single body, like the stuffing inside a toy. 


One evening, as | was watching the first snow for that year, flake by flake lying gently over the dirty-yellow dead 
leaves, Paul told me about that world hed been, with the rest of us, where we all were some sort of clergy. | 


can't recall that, and he is amazed that none of us can remember it, except hm 

"You dled back then," his thoughts whispered 

I could sense his shock 

‘Don't worry, each of you dled in one way or another in my worlds," | said, trying to comfort hm 
"Yes, but this tme it was the five of us who killed you We burnt you on a stake... 


don't want to know!" I snapped, and for the millionth time | wished | could get out of there, only me, with MY 
own thoughts. 


l wanted to think to myself that Richard was right when he made it out that wed rather not fell each other 


about the places we've been and things we've done. 


Thank god it will be over, I'm thinking as we cross the rooms of the castle looking for her. It's like the warm 
scent of her blood is drugging us, leading us to her body of flesh, with that wild beating heart protected by 


its ribcage. 


And there she is, standing on that balcony, alone, looking at the night and the rain. Even if she feels cold, she's 


still warm, and so alive for us. 


We take the shape of my body. Why not Richard? - But Richard hushes me up as | walk toward her slim 
silhouette standing there like a spot of dark red on the almost black background of the night. 


Its your big blue puppy eyes," Flake whispers and Paul chuckles. Richard hushes them all nervously. He will be 
the one telling me the lines. What | have to say.. 


But there isn't much to say - she looks at me, surprised, fear mixed with excitement when facing something 
unknown. | kneel, her small, perfumed hands in my hands; her eyes wear a glance of kindness, so much kindness 
and innocence for what has to follow. It rains heavily, but we don't feel the freezing water pouring over our 
white skin, making it glow in the darkness. | stand up - her gaze trapped into my glance. Her body can sense 
the danger, but it's too late for her to realize, it's too late, as | put my lips over hers and taste her, like 
eating from a very sweet, exotic and perfumed fruit. And she opens her mouth wider, tasting my cold, dead 


flesh. Her hands cling onto my body, as she abandons herself into this kiss. 


We detach slowly from our kiss. She pulls me; we start running through the hallways, she leads, | follow, we 
climb stairs; we go through secret passages, until we get into this wide bedroom. | wonder where the others 
are, because | can't feel them in me anymore, | can't hear their whispers and thoughts, either. | look again at 
her - she is so beautiful, with her face like that of a porcelain doll. And | know, | know what will be next for 


this girl, trying to pose as so brave, not afraid of this stranger, so weird looking. | can see myself, reflected in 
her eyes, in her mind. | can see only me, with my dead white skin and red glowing eyes in the dark - I'd be 


scared of myself. | can't see the others though. 


She sits on the wide bed, the crimson red dress around her body making her resemble a perfumed rose with 
petals made of velvet. Among the bed linen and the skirts of her dress | spot her slim and beautiful legs, the 
sight tempting me to touch them. Through the different fabrics | feel her warm, vibrating body luring me 
with the life pounding through her veins. She looks straight into my red glowing eyes, she knows the danger, | 
know that she knows it, | can read it in her mind, but she chooses to ignore it. As she uncovers herself more, 
| pull open my shirt, and in that second the others emerge off my chest and shoulders. They all want a taste 
of it, that magic potion - her blood - that can bring us all back to life, it's at a hand's reach. The scent of it 
and its warmth, the way it boils with life is drugging us; they forgot they could have only wolf shape as long 
as I'm having the human body. 


She emits this short frightened scream, as she retreats on the bed at the sight of the monster I've turned 
into. But then she stops. She hesitates as she is looking at us, as if trying to get used to that horrible image, 
in order to accept it. And she accepts it - her small, white hand with long sculpted fingers reaches out, 
timidly, to my face. She touches me, but it's all six of us that feel and enjoy the warmth of that caress. We 
close our eyes in pleasure; she gets even bolder, reaching more to us, as we lean over her small and 
apparently frail body. And she welcomes us in her arms, she allows us to get closer to her skin - on the 
other side of that frail silky wrapper is the magic potion - her blood. She offers herself to us, as our fangs 
pierce that white skin, as our thirsty mouths feed on her blood. And her blood - food for the gods; thick and 
perfumed red wine - flows into our mouths with each pound of her heart. At one point though, the rhythm of 
her heart starts skipping one, two beats, that forceful pounding fading slowly away. 


She is dying. 


We don't have long anymore. We have to get out of here. Soon we'll be separated for good, how will we sneak 


out then? 


No, wait, just a little more. Just a little bit more. This is so good. It is so warm. It's this warmth sneaking 
through our fibers, taking over our minds, intoxicating us - we are talking and thinking all in the same time like 


one single mouth, and one single mind without even realizing it. 


Let's scare the shit out of the other humans. Yeah, let's play them a little prank and get out of here. Leave 
her, she's dying, her body is getting cold, she will soon be only a handful of disgusting and mushy matter. Her 
beautiful white skin will be turning green, and then blue; all her insides will liquefy, leave her, stop feeding from 
her. The dress - and the image of the red fabric flickering in front of our eyes just like the red sparkles from 
our pupils in the dark. 


The red velvet petals of the rose are still wearing her scent and her warmth. We take the shape of Richard; 
his body bigger and too muscular for that small and beautifully shaped dress to fit. The broad chest of 


Richard revealed through the torn fabric of the dress - with shaky movements we make it out of the room. 


We can hear all our six voices in the same time, yet we are not able to realize what we are those thinking and 
telling to ourselves. Just glimpses of sensations: the refreshing coolness of the expensive marble floor under 
our bare feet, the voices and laughs, the music, all those heated bodies moving inside their expensive and fine 
clothes. Richard's body feels like a ship carrying us through water, gently, smoothly, as we enter the main 


ballroom. 


We enter the huge ballroom and everything freezes into silence. And shock. And fear. Their eyes look horrified 
at the bloodstains on Richard's wide chest and shoulders. Their eyes look horrified at the man wearing the 
remains of a crimson dress, like an apparition from hell, as he walks slowly, majestically to the center of the 
hall. But under that man's skin we feel the transformation, its as if we can sense the pain of each cell dividing. 
And the cells aren't torn in two, but in six, because we are six souls, six souls wanting to get back to life, 
awakening. Richard stops, and we can read the minds of the audience, we can sense their fear leaving them 


breathless. Richard's body can't take it any longer, the flesh is too exhausted. 

Its now or never! 

Richard collapses, but just then we take the shapes of six white wolves. A wolf can run faster than a human, 
And we run, all six of us, we search our way out of that building, through the terrified humans, running even 
faster because they are now searching for their rifles to go hunt us. And we run through the stairs, the 
hallways, all the rooms and the secret passages; a window! 


We all jump out of the castle and go straight to the forest. 


We cross the park surrounding the big and beautiful castle, running toward the first trees of the forest. By 
now they must have found her there, lying in the bed, agonizing. 


| look to my left - Olli leaves the shape of the wolf, transforming into a human. Near him, Paul has already 


taken the human form and is walking in silence, as the rest of us are transforming. Six men, all fully clothed. 
We should get to the ship! 

Then | remember that now they can't read my thoughts anymore. 

"Turn the page, Till" Flake tells me. 

We can hear the people from the castle gathering, getting ready to go and shoot down the six wolves. 

Yeah, turn the page; we don't have time to waste. Turn the page! 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 


Chapter 30 


Part Ill - Just Like You Imagined 
Chapter 30. 


"We're stuck again, damn it!" 

"Maybe we should walk," Olli suggests. "The ice looks thick enough to hold us." 

We all look at each other - it's quite a long way to the island, | guess it will take us a few days to get there. 
"We should start packing!" Richard decides. 

He lights the cig hanging in the corner of his mouth and goes under the deck to get ready for this trip. We all 
get ready and climb down the ship to the field of ice. At first we walk with timid steps, but soon we gain 
confidence - the ice is pretty solid. 

| turn and look behind us - the frozen blue silhouette of the ship left there, leaning a bit on the side, casting a 
long shadow on the sparkling whiteness of the ice field covered by a silky thin layer of snow. | adjust the 
backpack and turn facing the island we're walking to. Above our heads there's this blue sky on which float long 
stripes of clouds - white, gray and almost black. It is some sort of confused weather, for a few minutes 
everything throwing magic sparkles under the soft rays of the Sun, next it gets very cold and windy, just for 


the Sun to appear again and calm everything. 


We continue our walk for hours, without saying much to each other, but when | look at the shore of the island 


| see that it still appears very far away. | turn to look at our ship. 
"What is it?" Paul asks. 
The ship is only a dark blue spot in the middle of the whiteness covering the ocean, 


"You noticed it too?" Flake stops near me and we all look at the ship, squinting our eyes because of the bright 


light reflected by the ice. 
"Notice what?" Olli stops near us too. 
"What happened?" 

Christoph turns and comes back to us. 


"It looks as if we've walked miles away from the ship, yet we haven't gotten any closer at all to the island and 


the mountains," Flake explains. 


| turn and see that Richard has stopped, too. He's looking at us, squinting his eyes because of the light, his 
face contorted, but that cig is still hanging from the corner of his mouth. 


“That's strange," Christoph mumbles as we start walking again. 

"Tell me about strange!" Paul replies. 

But we all shut up. What wasn't strange until now? 

We are not even looking at each other, we continue our walk, our heads a bit lowered, our glares fixing the ice 
field we're walking through. | wonder what places they have been through while | was bouncing from one world 
to another. Will the ice crack under my feet and some monster'll sweep me away? 

None of these happen though. Its very quiet, a tense silence, frozen just as this ice we're walking on. It's as if 
we're afraid of telling the others about the places we've been and things we've done; it's as if we're afraid 
that in the next second one of us will be thrown into a different place and situation. 

This question about when and how we will fight the Dragon pops into my head. We don't have any weapons. How 
the hell will we fight with that creature? Is it like one of those Dragons in the stories | used to read to Nele, 
or is that massive thing made of concrete in which they threw the souls of those that dared to speak against 
the Beast? We should have thought about what we'll do once we get face to face with that thing, when we 
packed to walk to that island 

| look again at the island - those tall, dark blue mountains covered with stripes of the whitest snow, the castle 
on the top of that peak and that long, very dark cloud above it. Its been hours since we left the ship, the 
island and the mountains should have started looking a bit bigger than they did in the moment we started this 
walk. Indeed, this is getting strange. 


Olli is ahead; he stops at one point, waiting for the rest of us to get near him. | turn again to see the ship - 
its only a dark spot at the horizon. Yet, it still doesn't look like we've gotten one millimeter closer to the island. 


Its starting to piss me off," Richard says near me as if he knows what | was thinking. But, probably all of us 
are thinking the same thing. 


Once near us, Paul lets himself drop on the ice. He is tired We are all tired with sore legs. 
"You know what this makes me think of?" Paul asks, looking upward toward us. 
"What?" Richard mumbles dragging a smoke from that cig while looking at the horizon 


"It is as if it's a wallpaper," Paul replies, getting his knees to his chest. 


"What do you mean?" Olli takes off his backpack and drops it to the ground, and then he sits on the snow too. 
"Its like a poster on a wall in front of us." 

"This should be one hell of a wall, then," Christoph replies and sits near the two of them. 

"It wouldn't be impossible," | mumble looking at Richard. 

"You know what's even stranger?" This one starts as he turns to face us. 

"What?" 


‘| was thinking - after all these hours the way the light is cast should have changed. But it's as if there's one 


motionless source of light." 


"Well, we're in the North, maybe it's because its summer and it's daylight for about six months or 


something," Paul replies. 

We don't answer. Maybe Paul is right; yet this tensed silence, and this stillness makes it all awfully weird. 

| finally decide to take a seat near Olli, Paul, and Christoph. Maybe | should turn the page. But | can't turn the 
page until the page is filled Maybe the island is an illusion But I've seen it, in that room back then, the maps 


cabinet, as the mermaid called it. Maybe we should have tried to make the ship sail, break the damn ice and .. 


What if the only way to get there is with that ship? 
"Hey!" 


Christoph's irritated voice makes me raise my head. Paul was kicking some snow with the tip of his boot, 
throwing it on Schneider's feet. But Paul bursts into laughter seeing Christoph annoyed. 


"Cut it out!" Richard grumbles, making me think of a mother with her two naughty kids. 

"Chill, man!" Olli replies, almost laughing, and grabs a handful of snow and throws it at Richard. 

"What the fuck?" Richard grabs a fist of snow too, and throws it at Olli. 

| look at Flake; he only grins and shakes his head. 

Olli laughs louder and makes a real snowball and throws it at Richard. Richard ducks and the snowball flies a 
few millimeters from him. Then, he jumps to his feet, as his fingers mold a snowball, and then throws it 


toward Olli. Olli avoids it, moving quickly from its path, but the snowball continues its flight until it hits 
something with a thud. 


"What the fuck?" Paul whispers and jumps to his feet. 
"Shit, man!" 


We all look toward the place where the snowball got stuck - a few meters away, on a wall. | stand up too, as 
Schneider runs to the wall to touch it. 


"Paul was right!" Flake murmurs. "It is a wall!" 

"And this island thing is painted on it!" Christoph tells us as his hands touch the surface. 

If it's a wall, there must be a door, I'm thinking as l'm walking toward the others gathered around Schneider. 
Richard scrapes the remains of the snowball from the wall. Yes, it's a wall made of stone, a huge endless wall, 
on which is painted this island covered with mountains and snow. But Richard looks rather concerned, if not 
annoyed. 


"What is it?" | ask him on a lower voice. 


"We traveled so far, for so long, just to bump into a stupid wall!" He grumbles as he takes out a brand new cig 
and lights it from the remains of the cig he had until now in the corner of his mouth. 


| guess he is right. 

"There must be a breech through this wall," | say. 

"And how will we find it? Walk along this wall? God knows where it starts and where it ends." 

"Maybe he should turn the page," Flake intervenes. 

‘Its not the time yet," | answer, avoiding looking into Richard's eyes. "It doesn't work." 

"Maybe this is the castle where the Dragon hides," Christoph replies, tapping with his palm on the wall. 
"What do you mean?" 


"What if this is one of the walls of the Dragon's castle, and that's what Till saw in the maps cabinet?" Paul 
continues Christoph's thought. "Just that, we need a door to get inside." 


And just as he says that, these thin lines appear on the painted wall, forming a door. 


"What the...?" 


"How did you do it?" Olli asks. 
"| don't know," Paul almost yells in excitement and wonder. "I only thought of a door." 


"Just as you thought of a wall," | mumble, recalling my endless walk through the dark corridors. 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter 3l 


Part Ill - Just Like You Imagined 
Chapter 3l. 


Paul enters first through the door, because he was the one who created it, and we follow. But we stop right 


there, at the entrance. 


Its not a room. It is something resembling a garden. Right in front of us is a small pond reflecting a gray, 
cloud-covered sky. The water seems crystal clear, but the bottom is covered in mud. But what makes us 
remain there, startled by this new place are the ruins - fragments of brick walls, white marble columns, some 
standing, some floating on the still water of the pond - and statues, statues so old, many of them missing 
their heads or hands. Everything in this place seems to be motionless, as if this garden is a slice torn from 
the real world and frozen like that for eternity. Because it is a garden, or a park - trees, grass, all sorts of 


plants in a million shades of green, yellow, and even red. 


"What is it?" Flake is curious about the start of a smile forming on my lips, as we begin to walk on the edge of 


the pond. 


"One would normally expect of a luxuriant garden, with orchids and many tropical flowers and palms and 
parrots and .. instead, a park surrounding ruins on an autumn day," | explain, and | have to confess that | like 


this place with its surreal and somber beauty. 


"That stupid lizard is doing everything to keep us away, throwing us through parks and all sorts of shit,” 
Richard mutters, and lights himself a cig. 


"At least we're still together," Paul replies behind me. 


We reach a narrow, metal bridge across the small pond. As we walk on the small bridge, a gust of wind plays 
through the leaves of the trees. On the other shore of the pond, we find this path, like an alley, covered by 
white gravel. Each side of the alley is guarded by tall trees with slim white trunks and leaves - some are 
green, others are yellowed by the autumn. Between the trees there are bushes and plants like climbing ivy, 
mingled through their branches. On my right | rather guess than see the existence of a spring along our path, 
it is so hidden by all that wild vegetation, that only its whispering waters signal its presence to us. 


And our walk takes hours, endless hours on that alley, among trees, bushes and ruins, odd constructions, but 
even more awkward - the statues. Some of the statues are very, very old, covered in a green and dark 
yellowish shade, others quite new, their white marble still glowing in the daylight. These statues depict all sorts 
of warriors, of all heights and sizes, of both genders, wearing different types of weapons, from the most 
simple to the most sophisticated ones. At one point, through a breech between trees and bushes we see a 
field covered by short and very green grass. But what makes us wonder are the army machinery - tanks of 


all sorts, canons, missile launchers and catapults, and all of them, absolutely all are made of marble. And, just 


like the statues, they seem to have been crafted by a very talented and gifted sculptor with a very good eye, 
because they have all the details in their places, making me think that they weren't sculpted in marble, but 
they were turned into the white stone by magic. Both the statues and the weaponry look so realistic. 

"Why waste time doing all that and desert them in a park or whatever this is?" Olli asks. 


"Maybe they aren't deserted, maybe they are only made to look as if they've been scattered here, 


everywhere.” Paul answers. 
At the other side, at the horizon behind the field we see the dark silhouettes of the mountains. 


"This is getting weirder by the minute," Flake comments on a very irritated tone. "Do we have to walk to those 


mountains and climb them? Maybe we'll find a door and...” 


"If we're near the Beast's castle or whatever, | was expecting to see fields covered by the bones of those who 


came to fight the Dragon and get the Sun back," Richard interrupts Flake's angry remarks. 
Richard seems unbelievably calm. | turn to look at him. 


"Maybe these statues are those who attempted to get the Sun back, and those are their arsenal,” Richard 
adds, and he points toward the field with two fingers holding his cig. 


We all shut up suddenly, as if each of us is crossed by this chilled shiver that pierces my spine. 


"That means we're near Dragon's lair and, as Flake said, we have to climb those mountains. If it really lives in a 


castle on the top of a mountain, as | saw in those pictures." 

| turn and look at the field covered by the weaponry turned into marble. | look at the rows of mountains - 
why does it have to be so much beauty right next to the disgusting stench of death? Yes, Richard must be 
right again, those are warriors turned into stone. And maybe that's how we'll end too, | think, watching the 
white mist detaching from the arched back of the mountains at the horizon. 


| don't want to be here. Maybe | should turn the page. Yes, turn the page. Now! 


"What the..?" 
"Till, what happened?" 


"I turned the page, what do you think?" | reply to an annoyed Flake and | start walking on the small path taking 
us to the peak of the mountains. 


A lush green field covers that particular portion of the mountain. It is warm and sunny; the skies above us 


are a deep, clear blue. 


We keep climbing until we encounter a small, but very cold mountain spring with crystal clear waters. We stop 
there; we put on the ground the backpacks we've been carrying since we left the ship and rest a little. | look 
behind us, to the foot of the mountains covered by green forests and fields. Afar, on the horizon, | see a 


white glitter. 

"That must be the Ocean," Flake says near me. "I think that spot there is our ship." 

"How come it was so cold there and here is summer time?" Christoph asks. 

"Don't bother trying to make any sense out of all this," Paul tells him. 

‘Nothing has made any sense so far," Olli adds. 

Richard doesn't comment; he lights himself another cig and puts on his backpack Time to get going! 


For a few hours we climb the mountain in silence; we're tired already, we need all our energy. We get to a 
small pass through the mountain that has to take us to the next peak, the highest, where the Beast's castle 
is. We leave the sunny plains, with rich green grass and colored flowers, intoxicating us with their warm 


perfume. 


On the other side of the mountain, though, a frozen gust of wind slashes our faces, as if waking us all up to 
the harsh reality. From there starts the white snow, glittering and burning our vision; the slippery ice covering 
the black rocks with glassy layers. And the wind is getting harsher and howls like a pack of hungry wolves. It is 
collecting snow and pieces of ice, twirling and spreading it into our faces. It is like an invisible huge hand trying 


to push us, to make us fall from the rocky side of the mountain 


"You fucking lizard!" Olli yells, surprising us all. He stops in the middle of the path. "That's all you can do, you 
stinking reptile?" The ice storm is lashing our skin, bruising and cutting our faces. 


But the wind howls even louder, as if Ollis reaction has made it even angrier. We remain still, though, barely 
standing, but on our feet. So the wind spreads and whirls the snow and the ice, forming this white shivering 
wall in front and behind us, a wall taller than the tallest of us. 


Like to an unspoken command, we all feel the triggers of our flame-throwers; we group and we start walking 
toward the wall in front of us. When we get near it, three silhouettes detach from the wall; three warriors 
made of snow and ice standing in front of us, threatening, with their swords. | turn my head - behind our 


small group there are three other such warriors, positioned to fight. 


In this moment | hope that the flame-thrower hasn't frozen because of that ice storm and the cold. Yet, | 


raise its barrel, pointing toward the snow warriors. All six of us get even closer to each other, back against 


back, as we watch how even more silhouettes are detaching from the ice and snow walls, to form giant white 


warriors, with swords drawn out. 


"You don't get it, do you?" Richard spits through his teeth, and he turns on the flame-thrower. "Take this!" 


And his scream is swallowed by the howling wind. 

In the next second all of us turn on the flame-throwers and aim at the giant warriors of snow and ice. In the 
beginning, this seems to have no effect on them, but soon the long yellow tongues of the flames are starting 
to melt the swords, the helmets, and the warriors themselves. 

That seems to give us more courage; suddenly it's like we don't feel the lashes of the ice storm, and our limbs 
don't feel numbed anymore as we start advancing, while melting those monsters of ice and snow. The raging 


wind above our heads howls and spreads the remaining silhouettes, throwing bits of ice right into our faces, 


smashing them against our bodies as we are struggling to stand up against its sharp drafts. 


But it looks like we're not to be spared that easily. The wind calms its blasts, bit by bit, until it stops 
completely. We remain still, grouped, between the mountain's rocks. It's starting to get too quiet, as if 
everything is entering a coma. Only the sun above us is heating mercilessly, as if threatening to burn the 
world with its rays reflected in the mirror created by the ice. 

Then the Earth starts to quiver and grunt as if a massive part of it is getting dislocated. 

"Oh, fuck!" | hear that horrified whisper near my ear. 

The tall rocks surrounding us are changing their shapes, slowly, painfully, and turning into human forms. 
"We're doomed!" 

"You can say that again!" Olli replies behind me. 

They are huge, their skin keeping the gray-blue of the rock along with the texture, they are growing long 
beards, they are wearing helmets and they are armed with swords. They are bearing shields also, even if, 
considering their height and strength, they don't need them. 

"The page, Till!" 

| look at Flake. Yes, how could | forget? The page. 

“Turn the pagel" Paul repeats Flake's words. 


Flame-throwers wouldn't be of any help in this situation. 


Turn the page! The page! Turn the page! 


| squeeze my eyelids, hoping with all I've got that it would work, that it is the time to turn the page. The 
mountains are shaking so bad, | can hear the rocks on the tops of the cliffs crumbling, falling dangerously 
close to where we are; and the sinister grunting and moaning of the Earth as those creatures are emerging 


from the stone is becoming a deafening continuous thunder. 


The page! Turn the page! 


| open my eyes as if awakened violently by the silence. Right in front of me | see the bluest sky of all skies. On 
my skin | feel again the heat of the summer sun. | am lying on my back. | push the ground with my palms and 
| stand up. And | remain still, stunned. 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter 32 


Part Ill - Just Like You Imagined 

Chapter 32. 

Emerging a few inches away from my feet and appearing endless - the tallest gates ever. They are made of 
what looks like silver, with millions of scenes carved on them. But this sight gives me a feeling of comfort. We 


must be finally there, at the castle. 


| look around to see the others standing behind me and staring at the immense gates - the beginning of the 


end. 
"It worked!" | whisper, happy, but confused. 


But no one answers; they seem too caught up in looking at each and every small carving on those huge doors. | 


look too; those scenes are depicting something that | feel is very familiar to me. 

"That's the creation of our world as imagined by Christians," starts Flake on a choked-by-amazement whisper 
as he points to a scene at the bottom of the left door. "And thats the world as imagined by the Hindus, with 
the elephants supporting the flat Earth!" He gasps stunned. 


"This looks like the Maya Universe," Paul completes for him. "And | guess those are Crusaders from the Middle 
Age...” 


"Look, the cross and the crucifixion!" Olli gets into their game. 
"And that looks like an atomic mushroom," Christoph points at a different scene. 


"Seems like all of human history is recorded here!" Flake states, so bewildered and yet cheered up by his 


discovery. 
"But how the hell do we open these gates?" Richard's husky voice intervenes. "There's no door-knob, no..." 


But just as he is saying that, the gates start to move slowly, with the sound of heavy and rusted machinery 


moving after centuries of motionlessness. 
"Looks like we have verbal command on our garage door, gentlemen!" Paul laughs. 


"What is it?" Richard asks me in a whisper. Probably he could sense that fear that has taken over me, making 


my limbs and my body freeze bit by bit. 


"The Beast. It knows we're here," | reply. "It ordered the doors to open It's been waiting for us." 
"Well, then, we shouldn't be rude and make it wait any longer!" 

Once the doors are completely open, Paul enters first into the castle. 

"C'mon!" Flake invites me, and Olli and Christoph, after Richard, follow us closely. 

We walk into this huge hallway, wide as a stadium and so tall that we can't see the ceiling. 

"It looks bigger than it looked from outside," Flake remarks. "How's that possible?" 

‘| wonder how come you're asking that, after all we've been through," Paul replies. 


The walls and the floor, as much as we can see, are made of white marble crossed by intricate veins of 


different colors: blue, dark red, dimly glowing gold. 
"Where the fuck is my red carpet?" Richard muses out loud, followed by Paul's laughter. 


The whole hallway is empty, completely empty. Only at the other end of it there is this immense door that 
looks as if made of bronze. But the bronze appears to be old, because as we are approaching it we can see 
green traces on it, the sign of oxidized copper. There is also complete silence; we can hear only the echoes of 
our steps and our voices. There are absolutely no windows, and the light seems to be cast from somewhere 


above us, but we can't see any source of it. 
We stop near the new door, all tired and drained after the long walk, and the fight with the snow warriors. 


"The lizard likes to play with us. What do you think? It's a maze? ls it trying to make us wander until we die of 


exhaustion into its stinking lair?" 


Paul is going on and on with his suppositions. But he whispers, as if scared that the echoes of his voice might 


wake up a new monstrous creature, as imagined by the Beast. 


The bronze doors are covered with carvings too, but these are some mysterious signs, like letters of a long 


forgotten language. 
"Do these open at my voice command?" Richard asks, a bit too loud than we are prepared for. 


But this set of doors doesn't move. Olli gets in front of them and pushes them slowly. The gates open, 
revealing a new hall. This new hall is a bit darker than the first one, and its walls seem to be covered in 
brownish bricks. Actually, there aren't many walls, because from this hall appear to be going thousands of 
stairways, to all directions possible, climbing up to higher levels and going down to underground levels, as well, 


giving it more an aspect of a huge cylinder. We walk slowly to the center of the new room, as we are watching 


the spider-web of stairways; at one point | lean my head so | could see some steps - if someone wants to 


climb those they would have to defy gravity and walk with their feet on the ceiling and their head downward. 


"This is absurd," murmurs Flake, his gaze following the lines of other stairs that would be impossible to walk, 


as well. 


"This whole shit is absurd!" Paul growls, exasperated. "Everything until now has been absurd, why would it be 


different now?" 


But he stops suddenly; my ears catch these delicate notes, as if someone is playing a piano in a room pretty 
far away from the one we're in now. | look at the others, and judging by their expressions, they are hearing 


the piano too. 


The notes are sounding delicate, dropping one after another like dripping rain and resounding beautifully into the 
immensity of the castle's hall. 


"Piggy, hey piggy!" 


This woman's voice calls near us, making us all jump nervously as we were focusing on the piano song. We 


weren't expecting anyone to come from behind in one of those hallways. 


We turn our heads - finally, someone. It is this woman, very tall and beautifully shaped, dressed in shiny black 
latex, enhancing the roundness of her breasts and the beautiful curves of her hips and thighs. She is wearing 

high heeled boots and is walking toward us. She has a leash, and at the end of her leash there is this man, fat 
and with his nose and mouth in the shape of a pig's snout. The man is walking on all fours and this minute he's 
running, the next minute he stops to sniff on the floor and on the corners. This scene makes me recall Frau 


and her five pets. But | shake my head and, with it, this memory. 


We all six look at one another. One of us has to ask her. But, as Richard steps forward to greet and try to get 
some information from her, the woman sways this short whip into her hand and hits the man-pig's bare back 


with it. She emits this short laughter and then she passes by us, as if we are invisible. 


For a minute or so we remain startled, and while we are looking at each other, stunned, | feel this flutter near 
my head. | look up and see this immense butterfly - its like a huge dark-blue velvet curtain flying toward the 
ceiling. | tilt my head to look up, but | realize that the ceilings are so far away that | can't see them. 


"Oh, shit!" 


| twist my head. Paul is standing a bit further from us, staring at what seems to be an exhibition window. He 
wears an extremely disgusted expression on his face, as if he's ready to throw up. We all gather around him - 
inside that display there is this guy, alive, but his chest is opened as if he were one of those dummies for 


anatomy class. And inside his chest we can see his lungs moving, as he is breathing, and all his other insides. 


"Can he see us?" | hear Olli. 

"| don't think he's aware of our presence," Flake replies. 

"Letts move on," Richard suggests and we all follow him. 

After a few steps he stops, though. 

"Fuck!" Slips from his lips. 

He is standing in front of this entrance of a room, but this wall of glass separates us from it. In the 
respective room we can see this middle aged man sitting at a dining table and eating, but his whole figure, as 
well as the plate and table, are covered by big, black and disgusting flies. 

"Guess this is the house of horrors," Paul jokes behind me. 

We all rush away from that scene to the end of the hallway. But here we stop again. Right in front of us, 
blocking the door, there is this guy that is tied by his hands and hanging from the ceiling. A blindfold covers 
his face; he is gagged, and he is struggling, bouncing his body in all direction, and resembling a huge worm. 
"We should get him down from there, so we could pass," Christoph suggests. 


Richard huffs impatiently. 


| look back on the hallway; | think that maybe if we went back, we could get on a different route and find that 
stinking Dragon and finish with it. That's when | see it. 


Another room, blocked by a glass wall. This room with gray walls has no furniture. Inside it | see this young 
guy that seems to be trying to tear off his own flesh with his hands. He is yelling, but we can barely hear 
him. He is hitting his body against the stony walls, he is crying and screaming, cursing and shouting, as if he is 


really angry with himself. 

The others gather around me to watch too. At this point the guy stops. He looks straight at us, as he is 
breathing heavily from the effort. He grins spiteful, looking straight into our eyes. Like in a flash, he pulls out 
this gun, points it to his own head and fires. We all jump, startled, horrified. But it's true, he shot himself and 
now his body falls slowly to the floor, as if it's in water. And, once down, this dark blue liquid starts pouring 
from the wound, forming a puddle around his head. 

"That was creepy!" 

| swallow that knot inside my throat. 


| hear again the grave notes of the piano. After them, the smooth, dark pitched tones of a cello. 


"Hey, its those guys!" 

We all look to what Christoph is pointing to- the guy hanging by his hands from the ceiling is gone, the end of 
the hallway has gotten very, very far away from us, and at a considerable distance, we see the familiar three 
silhouettes sitting on their chairs and playing the cellos. 

"Shit, look!" Olli exclaims. 

We twist our heads. The suicidal guy is standing up on his feet again. He grabs his throat with his hands and 
tries again, with desperate movements, to tear off his own flesh. Then he bumps into the glass wall. He throws 
us a glance, takes out his gun and blows his brains off, once again. He falls again with his head on the glass 
wall. Then his body slides slowly to the ground and in the process, leaving a blue trace on the glass. 

"Can't he just die once and for good?" | ask. 


"Actually, no," comes this voice from near us. A man's voice. 


We all twist at once and look - on a large chair, beautifully carved into massive wood, near the entrance of 


another room, a room otherwise so dark that we can't even see its walls, there we see another guy. 
"He's stuck in his own hell. That's what he has to do for an eternity, to fully live the meanings of his gesture.’ 


He said all that on this simple tone, as if chattering about how the weather had been yesterday. And as we 


stare at him, and he's looking at the six of us, | realize.. | remember, yes, | remember! 


lve seen him before. 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 
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Chapter 33. 

Only the part where the chair sits is lit, a whitish light as if cast through a window. The rest of the room is 
sunk in darkness. We remain standing at its entrance; the room has wooden flooring, covered by this old carpet 
with small abstract patterns on white. Near his chair, very close to his leg, there's this dog; tall, yet slim, with 
short shiny fur, colored like cigarette ashes. The animal looks at us with big wet eyes, as its master's fingers 
play with the edge of one of its ears. 

We stand still, quiet, looking at the new guy; | can bet the others are waiting to see what freaky and creepy 
thing will happen with this one. He is looking at us with just as much curiosity, as if scanning each one of us. | 
follow the movements of his hazel eyes as he studies each and every one of us. Yes, | know that longish dark 
hair, that lower lip pushed out like a spoiled brat does; I've seen him twice so far - in a dark room, knelt, as 
the rest of us were Frau's pets scared by the howling of the subway train, and the other time... 

"Hello!" Flake greets him. 


"Hello!" He replies, but rather absent minded He seems more absorbed in looking at us. 


He looks young, and not too tall; he is fit, but nothing too special about him. He is wearing a black t-shirt, dark 
jeans and black hiking boots. 


"The room of wonders," he whispers, almost smiling, as if he'd been wondering where he'd met me before, too. 


| turn my head and see one of the muscles on Richard's face twitching. It is as if the guy can read his mind. 
So, Richard is recalling him too. He was the guy suspended up there, floating and spinning slowly. 


Then he must be.. 

"We were wondering, are you the master of this castle?" Flake rushes with the question 
"You could say that, | guess," the guy replies calmly, on a casual tone. 

‘| mean do you live here?" Flake insists. 

"You could say that too, | spend a lot of time here." 


"Oh!" Flake sighs, disappointed. He hasn't figured it out, yet. 


| look again at Richard; this one is already furious. He knows, too. 

"We thought that here lives the Dragon that took the Sun," Olli explains. 

"Ah, ok!" The guy agrees with him. 

Then, a few seconds of silence follow. 

"You must be tired. You should take a seat," the guy says and shifts on his chair a bit. 

| turn to look at Richard again, but | realize that the whole room has changed. We are in this large hall, with 

wide windows and white translucent walls. There are different columns and bas-relief sculptures on the walls, 
along with portions covered by satin dark-red curtains. But what caught my eyes and caused me wonder was 
what could be seen outside the windows - the Universe; dark and with stars and constellations and galaxies. 


Inside our hall, though, is light - not electric, but daylight. 


l'm at that stage, though, that nothing can make me wonder anymore about how it is possible to happen. It has 


been such a long and tiring journey. 
"We didn't come all this way to chit-chat with a weird fuck like youl" 
Richard has snapped. Richard can't hold it any longer. 


We all five turn to look at him, stunned. But the new guy's sigh catches my attention, making me look at him. 
He places his right hand under his left elbow and grips the wooden, sculpted arm of the chair. 


Then, behind me, | hear that thump followed by a surprised and angry "What the fuck?" shout from Richard. 


| twist my head, panicked, to see Richard lying on the floor, wearing a furious and yet, desperate look in his 


eye, as he appears to be struggling with an invisible creature that is forcing him to lay down there. 


"What kind of shit is this, you fuck?" Richard yells and he seems to be trying to lift his body and limbs off 
the floor, but he can't, as if this huge invisible hand holds him there. 


"You, leave him!" Paul jumps to grab that guy's throat, but in the same second we all see him rising up from 


the floor and floating into the air. 
"Put him down!" 


Olli raises his flamethrower, but, in the same instant, this huge armchair made of stone detaches itself from a 
wall and slides very fast toward him, the piece of furniture hits the back of his legs, making him fall on the 
seat. Then, from the body of the armchair, these vines of stone emerge and coil fast around Ollis forearms 


and body, forcing him to remain seated on the chair. 


"Hey!" Christoph yells, but the glance in the guy's eyes makes him stop. 


| think you wouldn't want to end up like them," Flake whispers near me, but addressing Schneider. This one only 


huffs, and remains still. 

A few seconds of silence follow. 

"You can have a seat, if you're that tired," the guy's voice breaks the awkward silence. 

"We came here with a mission, we don't have time to sit and stuff," Paul's angry voice comes from up there 
where he is floating in the air. In the same second, his body appears to be thrown by an invisible, giant hand, 
to the line where the ceiling is meeting with one of the walls. Paul whimpers when he hits the sturdiness of 

the wall. 


"You could be more gentle," Christoph says, but on a very respectful tone. 


| turn my head back to the guy, alarmed, thinking that he'll do something to Schneider now. But, the corner of 


the guy's lips rises a bit, in a half smile. 


"He is worried about you," the guy tells Christoph. "And yes, | can read your thoughts," he addresses my not 
yet formulated question. 


| watch him as he is shifting position again, leaning on his right side now, just enough for his fingers to be able 


to scratch the head of the dog that is sitting near his chair. 
"If you read minds, then you know why we're here," Flake ties back the broken thread of the conversation 
"It would be more polite of me to let you tell me," the guy replies. 


"We came to kill that damn lizard, you moron!" Richard shouts at him, angry because he is still glued to the 


floor. 


"There's a lizard in my garden?" The guy asks calmly, and suddenly | have the image of the small pond with 


still and crystal clear waters in which there were those ancient ruins. 

"What garden?" Olli grumbles. "The Dragon!" He replies quickly, making me turn my head, as if surprised that he 
is still with us. Yes, he is, stuck on that armchair like made of living stone; | can see it changing its color and 
the angles of light reflecting back, as if it were liquid. 

Is this guy making fun of us, or what? 


Then, when looking outside the windows, my heart freezes in my chest - this immense white light flashes for 


a split of a second, followed by this rising mushroom of dust and flames. The atomic bomb! 
"The Dragon that stole the Sun" Christoph adds, making me twist my head back 

Uh huh!" The guy states, and then remains silent, his fingers playing with the ears of the dog. 
Flake sighs. | think | should intervene. 

"We thought that this was where the Dragon was hiding. This castle, | mean" 

"Alright," the guy nods agreeing with me. 

"| guess you should know since you live here," Flake comes to my aid. 


The guy seems to be thinking for a bit, as if he's trying to recall if he has a dragon among his possessions, or 
not. 


‘Sorry, we'd expected something more like a fire-spitting dragon, not a human." | hear myself babble as l'm 


staring, like I've lost myself, into his eyes, and as if I'm caressing the contours of his face with my look. 
"I'm sorry," he replies. "I could be that too, if you want me to." 


But that last line sounds to me as if he's said it on a tone telling, beyond the words, that he'd do a whole lot 


for me, if | wanted him to. 


"Why a human form?" Flake asks, and | feel Christoph's fingers squeezing my forearm as if trying to wake me 


up. Flake continues his phrase: "| mean, if you wanted to deceive us, you would.” 

"An ugly shape, like one of a fire-spitting dragon would have made it easier for you to finish me off?" 

His words come like an icy shower, even if his tone and position remain just as calm and relaxed as before. 
‘lm sorry, | didn't mean any offense.." Flake stutters, embarrassed. 

"Well, isn't this what you came here for?" 


The guy straightens his back a bit. He detaches his fingers off the dog's head, lifts his arm and runs his hand 
through his hair with a slow motion. My glance follows the track of his palm, and watching him | feel like 
everything is freezing inside me. As his fingers go further between the long strands of his hair, from under 
his palm crossing his scalp, the same hair starts appearing very short, a buzz-cut. And, while that process 
occurs, his face appears, bit by bit, more tanned, and matured. He himself seems transformed into this 


muscled man, older than the guy that was sitting there in front of us. 


"Now, what the fuck is this?" | hear Richard's stunned whisper. He is asking himself, rather than the guy on 
the chair. 


"What about the Sun?" Flake rushes into the conversation, probably to get the guy's attention away from 
Richard. 


"What about it?" 

"Well, they say you took it and hid it away," Christoph explains. "That's what we came here for, to get it back." 
"Oh, right!" 

The guy shifts position again and keeps looking at us without adding any other word. 

"This is annoying," comes Paul's whisper. 

"| guess they were lies," | start to talk again. "| mean, nothing that we knew or we were expecting... 

"When is it, then?" He interrupts me. 

"Huh?" 

He puts his elbow on the arm of his chair and rests his chin in his palm. 

"When does it happen in life that things are like you knew or were told or even expected them to be?" 
"Never," | pronounce, but his lips whisper the word in the same time as | do. This silences me again. 

| turn my head to look at the windows. This time | can see an ocean shore, and somewhere in the distance, a 
beach with people on it, and not too far away from the beach, buildings that seem to be part of a modern 
city. The scene isn't serene at all - under a gray sky with heavy black clouds, the ocean is swirling like a 
furious animal trapped in a cage. And, just as an angry beast, the ocean stretches its huge waves, like clawed 
paws, toward the shores and the beach, killing those people and destroying all civilization in an instant. 
Horrified, | turn my head back to look again at that guy. And | almost yelp in surprise. He has changed his 
appearance again. He looks a bit younger than before, and his hair has grown a bit, the fringe is longer though, 
covering his tall forehead and the ends of the hair strands falling into his eyes. The dog is gone, also. 

"There's something | don't get," | recall that something that | always wanted to ask. 


The guy reclines on his back better, and puts his hands on his lap, as if getting ready to hear me. 


"They say you stole the Sun, but how come all the time, through our way here, the Sun was always up there, 


in the sky?" 
A crooked smile starts to move his lips. 


"What would | do with that thing up there in the sky? That's only an incandescent ball. A ball of incandescent 
gases.. What would | need that for?" 


~ To Be Contrued ~ 
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Part Ill - Just Like You Imagined 
Chapter 34. 
"What do you mean?" | whisper, almost choking. 


| feel it inside me, a small flame ignited in my guts, growing bigger and bigger, burning my fibers, making my 
blood boil. 


"What do you mean?" | repeat. 


"Why the human form then?" Flake jumps with the question, as if he senses my anger, as if he knows by then 
what is to be next. 


| almost push him aside, but his gesture stops me. It's not too wise to piss off this guy; we might end up like 


Paul, Olli and Richard. 
The guy looks at us with the most pure and innocent hazel eyes. 


"Well." He straightens his back and moves his shoulders as if he's become numb after sitting there. He looks 


again at all of us, seeming to hesitate to answer. But then he makes up his mind and starts. 


"Who are the worst monsters, other than the humans?" He asks and rests his chin on his palm, his face taking 
a meditative expression that seems unnatural for his now very young, boyish features. He barely seems over 
20 years old now, and as he is running his fingers through his hair, his hair turns into short, black dreadlocks. 
"Aren't the humans the only species that kill and torture and do wrong on purpose to those from their own 
species, and from other species? Aren't the humans destroying their own place where they and others live? 


Do | have to start talking about each and every crime you do against your own kind?" 

His tone is soft, a bit monotone; | can almost read pity in his voice. Pity for us. 

It's as if his words are this icy cold waterfall putting out my anger. | look right into those inquiring eyes, his 
face, with pale and childish features. He has now the appearance of a teenager angry at the world. He changes 
his position again, and brings his knees to his chest, resting his heels on the edge of the chair. 

"| guess you feel too good about yourselves," he starts again, on the same casual tone. "Living stuck in your 
little worlds, wrapping all these ugly things and realities in nice words and nice images... You know its ugly up 


there, but you don't want to look. You want a monster shaped as a dragon, a beast to steal the sun.” 


He turns to me. 


"What would | do with a ball of plasma? Would make a nice toy, but that's all." 


"Then, what was this all about?" | grumble stepping toward his chair. "You've played with us, tossing us from 


one world to another, just for your own amusement?" 

He shakes his head slowly, but as his head moves his black dreadlocks grow, resembling serpents of Hell with 
dark, coal bodies. And his hair grows, covering his shoulders, sliding along his arms and over his chest, 
reminding me of the mermaid that sent me to the maps cabinet. Then he stops the movement and looks again 
at us, in silence. Outside, through the window, | see the world covered by billions and billions of locusts, 
devouring everything. | turn my attention back to the guy. 

"What if all of these are just creations of your mind?" he whispers. 


"Oh, stop fucking with our heads!" Richard snaps at him. 


But the guy laughs. "You're the animal in the cage. You're dangerous, one shouldn't get too close to you," he 


tells to Richard. 


"Listen, we've seen that nothing... | mean, most things here are a bit odd, but you can't say that it's all only 


our imagination," Christoph says, on a soft tone. 


"It doesn't have to be the imagination of all of you," the guy replies. "What if it's my imagination, and you're all 


trapped in here? Or, what if you have been inside this castle all along, just moving from one room to another?" 
"The room of wonders," | whisper. "Are we your new toys?" | growl feeling my irritation growing in me, again 

"I don't know," the guy sighs. "Are you?" 

"This isn't going anywhere!" Olli mutters. 

"What do you know, then?" | ask him, taking one more step, to get right in front of him, my legs near his legs. 
He looks up at my face, then he leans a bit forward. He covers his face with his palms, and then moves his 
hands upward, to run them over his hair; and as he does that, his appearance changes again. He is now a bit 
older than the boy before, his hair is longish, but only to his shoulders, and no more dreadlocks. His face 


wears again that expression of a spoiled brat's, provoking. 


"I know that you want out of here," he answers and stands up slowly. "And it's only me that knows how you 


can get out of here." 


"How can we get out of here, then?" | ask, fixing his eyes with my glare. 


He is shorter than me; he has to lean his head backward so he can look at my face. But he does it, appearing 
totally unimpressed by my height, his body is so close to mine, that in that image in the back of my mind he 
appears more like a lover, almost about to stretch out his arms and place his hands on my shoulders, clinging 


onto me. 
Where the fuck did this thought come from? 


| shake my head and squint; | see that start of an arrogant smile crooking the corners of his lips. | can swear 
that it is him who's putting these kinds of thoughts in my mind. His hazel, innocent, willing eyes keep my glance 
trapped into his glare. His lips part a bit, appearing fuller and inviting. 


"On the highest peak there's a gate," his thoughts whisper into my mind. 


It is as if I'm looking at two screens in the same time: there's one angle from where | see myself, my body 
touched by his warm hands, checking my thighs and in between, the other - from the furthest corner of this 
room we're in, a room barely lit, with green-grayish walls, floor and ceiling. | don't want to feel his touch; | 


don't want my flesh to react like this! 


"But through that gate only five of you can escape," his thoughts almost purr into my mind, and from my 
corner | see his hand cupping over my awakening member, as | feel the warmth of his palm through the 


fabric of my clothes. 


"One of you has to die," his thoughts add, as he is smiling at me; his hands travel further up, caressing my 


chest. 


From my corner, | see my own hands placed gently on his wide shoulders, as his appearance changes again - | 


have in front of me this fit guy, with thick arms and worked-out body. 


"An eye for an eye," his thoughts continue, but | can barely realize what | am told, as | feel drugged by his 
touches, his warmth, and his hypnotic glance. | focus on telling myself that | don't want this, that he's stirring 


me against my will 

"One of you will remain here forever. Dead." 

| see my hands caressing his shoulders, his arms, and his broad chest. 

"And you can leave this place only if | want to!" 

His hand grabs my throat, pulling me over him; his mouth opens, next | feel his teeth over my lips. The me in 
the corner is telling me to fight this, but the me right in front of him opens my mouth to receive this kiss, 
as my arms bring him closer to my body. As | close my eyes, | feel the caressing touch of his long, bony 


fingers over my jaw line, on my face and going to the back of my head. The me in the corner is closing his 


eyes because he doesn't want to see this - he is doing whatever he wants to you, you fool! You came here to 


kill him! 


His hands sneak under my clothes, warm and fast snakes, his lips keep my mouth locked over his, as my arms 
don't obey my mind's command, but are squeezing him closer to me, my fingers clutching his flesh. And his 
hands with long, white, sturdy fingers, unzip my pants. His touch on my heated skin makes me wince first, but 
then my body succumbs to his caresses. The me in the corner is opening his eyes to see that guy kneeling in 
front of the me hypnotized by those caresses, that kiss and those eyes. Then, the me in the corner is turning 
to see why the others aren't intervening, to stop this charade, but there's no one else here. It is only the 


semi-darkness, the tall walls, along which there's this dirty green water pouring from the ceiling, like a cascade. 


The me in the corner is ordering my hands to push him away, but my fingers only run through his dark hair, 
as | feel the wet, warm touch of that tongue along the hardened and stiff flesh of my member. | know that he 
is going to do it, and | ignore the thoughts of the me in that corner, clenching my fingers on his shoulder and 
on the back of his head, pulling him toward my erect cock His mouth wraps warm and wet around my 
member, he is sucking me and | just close my eyes to enjoy this. There's nothing in this world, just me, with all 
my senses aroused, and his mouth, around my cock, the wet touches of his tongue. And | am there, so awake 
and so lucid, l'm there, in his mouth. 


For a split of a second | open my eyes. | see the shades of his crouched silhouette, knelt, his very short hair 
and his broad shoulders - he is shirtless. And the skin on his shoulder blades moves, two dark, parallel lines 
appearing on it; the lines turn into some sort of bumps, then, slowly, two wings, giant dark feathered angel 


wings detach from his torso. 


What are you doing, you fool? This voice yells inside my head. | open my eyes more, as if awakening from a 


spell. 


"Get away from mel" | growl, and try to push him, but my hands, instead of pushing, grab his shoulders even 
more, clinging onto his flesh. He continues sucking me, undisturbed, as if he knows | can't control my own body, 
that the more | want to get away from him, the more my hands bring him closer and closer to me. The more 
shocked | am by the sight of those dark angel wings, the more my body enjoys the pleasure as he sucks and 


licks me. 
The others, where the fuck are the others? What did he do to them? 


"Let me go!” | shout at him, and, for the first time, | manage to detach one of my hands off his shoulder. | 
grab the tip of one of his wings and pull hard. 


He continues, though, oblivious to the fact that my other hand clutches over his throat. | want away, yet | 
want to finish; l'm about to explode. | squeeze his throat as hard as | can, but his lips and his tongue continue, 
and | can't resist anymore, | have to succumb to that will more powerful than mine. Inside me there's this 
demon who's cage is getting smaller and smaller while the beast itself is growing bigger and bigger. And soon 
the demon will be free, breaking the cage, erupting from it to the endless sky. With one hand | pull his head 
toward me, as | thrust forcefully in his mouth. | feel his fingers tugging at the flesh on the back of my legs. 


Then both of my hands are on his throat, squishing it hard. | am a volcano, l'm all fire and pleasure; l'm spasm, 


and moans. And my hands tighten around that neck, squeezing it, and, while I'm releasing, twisting it. 


The snap of breaking bones! That life sliding between my fingers like that body collapsing inert and dead at my 
feet! And my fingers, clutching and opening, like trying to grab and hold back that soul, to not let it fly to the 


heavens. 
What the fuck did | do? All my thoughts yell at me inside my head, a deafening choir. 


There's no other me, in any of the four corners of the room with tall walls on which dirty green water pours 
slowly, in cascades. There's only the me that looks at that lifeless body. First, | hesitate. | only stare at that 
silhouette, a fit man, not too tall, with very thick arms and broad shoulders. He could be anyone, with that 
worn out t-shirt, dark colored jeans and hiking boots. He could.. 


"Listen!" 


| twist my head. | look stunned at him - Christoph is standing behind me. A bit further | see Richard as he 

slowly stands up from the floor. | turn to look at Flake. He seems he has heard something, but hasn't figured 
out yet what it was. The sound of dead branches falling on a marble floor makes me twist my head again. Olli 
is free from his chair. And we're in this wide, white room, invaded by light as three of its walls are made of 
huge windows separated only by thin and gracious marble-sculpted columns. Then, this thud of a body falling 
from a certain height, followed by a moan and curses, makes me turn again. Paul is free too. Richard goes to 


him and helps him stand up. 


| look back at the body at my feet. An eye for an eye, he said, and l'm now starting to understand what he 


meant. He knew | was going to do that. He wanted me to. 


"We should find the gate, if he didn't lie about that," | manage to force my mouth to pronounce. | don't dare to 
look at the others, | look only at the dead guy. Then my glance travels to the tip of my feet, along my legs - 


my pants are zipped up and my clothes are ok. 

| guess | killed someone. It wouldn't be the first time. Why do | feel then as if from now on there's going to be 
only an endless night inside my soul, that my heart is going to turn into a slice of ice, like a land where the 
Sun never rises ever again? 


"Listen!" 


~ To Be Continued ~ 


Chapter 35 


Part Il - Just Like You Imagined 
Chapter35 


It sounds as if someone is throwing a few specks of sand onto the floors. Then it feels like an illusion, the 


illusion of a short and sudden dizziness. 
"Oh, fuck, look!" Olli shouts pointing to something outside the windows. 


| look and see the mountains, and the gravel and stones falling, one, two at first, then, more and more, as | 


realize that the whole ground is shaking under our feet. 
"To the gate! Now!" Richard orders. 


At first it is like a thin line, but it runs fast and grows thicker and thicker on the wall, then we hear this 
prolonged moan, as if the whole building realizes that it will collapse. As more and more walls start cracking, 


the floors seem to be crossed by these waves, breaking the exquisite mosaics and marble tiles. 
"Till" 
They should leave me here. Only five of us can get through after all. 


But Flake pushes me, and | start to run with the rest of them, through the hallways of this place. | guess the 
instinct of surviving is stronger. When in a situation of crisis you do things you wouldn't have even dared to 


think you're capable of doing, otherwise. 


We find our way out, through walls and ceilings collapsing only a few centimeters behind us, we keep running 
even if we can barely see through the dust. We shout at each other, to signal where each of us is, so we can 
still stay together, even if our voices are covered by the tremendous sounds of this world disintegrating. The 
earth is shaking and quivering, threatening to swallow all six of us, along with this world. But we keep running; 


we are outside the castle, and continue to run and jump over the crevasses forming in an instant under our 


feet. 


| should turn the page, | think. But what if it throws us somewhere else, not on the peak where the gate is. 
The gate to what? 


| look at Olli as he pulls Richard, who was about to fall into one of the abysses opened on our path toward the 
peak where the gate is supposed to be. He said the highest peak. That must be it, | think as we all stop near 
what seems to be the tallest part of the mountain, its tip amongst a thick and black cloud. 


We gather at the foot of it, trying to catch our breaths, preparing ourselves to climb the rocky wall. The 
whole island shakes, and we can see afar, at the horizon, the dark furious waters of the ocean breaking the 
whiteness of the ice, fighting with the crust and cracking it, threatening to sink the whole world. | look up, to 
the skies - it's as if it's another ocean with furious, black waters, swirling mad, around that peak we are 
starting to climb now. There is this icy cold gust of wind starting to lash our bodies, throwing and spreading 
pieces of ice, sharp like pieces of shattered glass. 


"Don't worry, go ahead!" | tell Christoph, as we begin to climb. Flake is the first one, followed by Olli, and then 


Paul followed by Richard. | allow Schneider to get in front of me, and | am the last one in the row. 


The rocky wall trembles under us, as if trying to shake us off the back of the mountain, but we continue 
climbing, huffing because of the effort. A thin layer of ice covers the stone, but we struggle to hold on to it. | 


look behind and see other peaks falling into crumbs onto the ground; it is raining with rocks and ice. 


| wonder what was the point of all that. What was the point of all our troubles? What if we aren't in fact 
escaping, but just about to fall into another crazy world where things are twisted just as they were until now? 
Maybe | shouldn't have killed him. He wanted me to do it, and | played along with his game, without figuring it 


out. 


| should have stayed there, with him, if it is only for five of us to escape from here. My legs feel numb. | 
know that | want them to feel numb. My foot slips. 


"TILL!" 
Christoph's shout. 


As if | just woke up, | see the sky above the mountain, and Christoph's face - | am hanging over the crevasse 
and Schneider is holding me by my forearm so | won't crash into the abyss. 


"Hold on, Till" He whispers, squeezing my flesh and bones in his fingers. 

In spite of the moans and the groans of this world collapsing, | can still hear that calm voice. Not Christoph's 
voice. His. And | hear decay in his words. My decay. | would never be able to live, there would be no more Sun 
in my life, | would only be this ruin, carrying this emptiness in my soul, remembering the way his bones 


snapped, broken between my fingers. The way life slipped through my fingers. 


Thats what we went affer - peace and happiness, smiles and kindness, not that piece of plasma ball up there in 


the sky. Thats what you meant, right? 
"I'm sorry Christoph," | whisper. 


Is so unbelievable, unclasping one finger after the other. Like in a dream, | shake my arm to force him to let 


me go. Then, | start to fall. | am looking at the skies as they are clearing and turning into the purest blue. The 


skies are smiling at me. And | am like an angel falling, a feather, a speck of dust blown by the breeze off the 
cliffs. 


The image of Christoph crying my name as he is stretching out his hand in vain, it is getting further and 


further away from me; so far away. 

"I'm sorry," my thoughts whisper. 

My back hits the ground. It feels as if this huge fist has punched me, while everything inside me is getting 
squashed. My gaze remains propped upon the blue of the sky. Somewhere, miles and miles above me, the 
echoes of their voices screaming my name are hitting the stone walls of the mountains, like scared birds. 

| don't hear anything; | just acknowledge what he tells me, as | stare at the pure blue crystal sky - they are 
coming down after me. And it is as if even the sounds of this place crumbling are fading away. There's the dull 
pain paralyzing my entire body, but it is only somewhere there, like that me in the corner in the dirty green 
room where an angel from Hell was sucking me. They are free to get through the gate. The skies are crying 
on my face with white tears. 

"Till" 

"Man, that was quite a falll" 

"Don't move him! His back might be broken!" 

"Then what do you suggest?" 


"We can't just leave him here!" 


It's cold, so cold. It is snowing. Their voices are harsh gasps. White damp vapors come out of their nostrils and 


mouths as they talk and breathe. 


They fight, they feel guilty, Christoph's blue eyes are darkened now. If only he could have kept me there, in his 
grasp. But, no, no, please don’t feel guilty, please go, you're all free now, you can all escape now. Otherwise we 


would have had to choose, draw a straw or whatever. Now, go, go.. 


But they can't hear my thoughts. And | can't talk. | suppress my moans of pain as Richard and Christoph 


carry me toward the peak. 


Its even colder, snow covers the mountains, a thick layer, sucking at our feet, making it even more difficult 


for us to climb. And it's hard to take one step after another through this blizzard. 


They decide we should stop and set a tent for the night. They still have those backpacks we prepared before 


leaving the ship stuck in the ice. It is as if | am covered by a crust of ice, my skin and my superior layer of 


flesh turned into ice. | am becoming slowly, millimeter by millimeter an ice block, until my heart will freeze, too. 


| refuse the food and the hot tea they try to give me. They should stop wasting resources, time and energy. 
And, somehow, | figure that Flake realizes already what's going through my mind, but he refuses to do it. It 
should be all six of us, after alll None of them is talking; we are all listening to the wind howling outside our 


little world wrapped in the thin fabric of the tent. It's not only the storm; there are the shakes of the Earth, 


and the world crumbling. 
"We're wasting time," Paul says at one point, nervously. 


"And where the fuck do you want to go in the blizzard out there, and when it's so dark!" Christoph grumbles 
at him. 


He is right. | wish | could tell him it's not his fault. It's me that let go of the hand. Actually, | think, as I'm the 
only one awake while the others sleep, | wish he would stop feeling guilty. Because no matter what I'd tell him, 


he would still feel like its his fault. | wish | had died on the spot, there. 


Now I'm a burden that they struggle to carry to the top of the mountain, to that gate that | know I'll never 
get through. The blizzard has stopped, leaving this thick layer of white snow sparkling in the sun, under the 
pure blue sky. Snow so deep that their legs sink to their knees as they move up to the top of the mountain, 


slowly, exhausted. But it looks like we are at the end of our road of a million miles. We made it. 


They place me to sit on the snow, while we all six contemplate the peak Its just a piece of stone, frozen, while 
in the background is the blue of the sky. That's it. We are at such an altitude that we don't hear anymore as 
the rest of the world is destroyed. This point is so high, not even the earthquake can reach it. And the sun is 


so warm on the skin of my face, while the snow is so bright, blinding us. 
"Where's the gate, then?" Olli asks. 


He runs right on the tip of that top of the peak and looks around. Flake and Christoph are holding me, as l'm 
sitting half buried in the snow. 


"He lied, didn't he?" Paul asks. 


| look at each of them, for one more time. The sun is up there, warm like a smile, like the peacefulness inside 


my heart. The gate is there, | tell them in my mind. 


| inhale the harsh, frozen air and | close my eyes with eyelids turned into icicles. Yes, there's this gate, made 
of massive warm wood. And it has a reddish, pleasant color, the thick wooden trunks being held together by old 


iron bars and nails. And there are intricate carvings on the wooden frame. 


| open my eyes just a bit to look at it - it stands right on the top of the peak, surrounded by the sky like by 
a blue wall. It worked, and the gate looks just like | imagined it. 


Now, go! You're all free! 


| close my eyes back again. From behind the darkness under my eyelids | hear their shouts fading away: "Till 


Fuck, don't do this now! Tilll" 
Go, | am turning the page. And the page is black. | am sinking into a warm ocean with dark waters. 


Far, far away from me, there's the sound of the rusty grunts of a heavy wooden gate opening. 


| sense it sliding off my thigh, even before opening my eyes and waking up. | slam my hand over its pages, as 
if | am catching a fly. Then | open my eyes, a bit scared. 


The purring sounds of the engines and the constant whooshing remind me that | am in the plane. A plane? 
"You fell asleep." 
| twist my head to see Christoph sitting on the seat on my left. 


"Yeah, apparently," | reply with this rusty voice, as | close the book and put it between the plane's wall and my 
thigh. 


| rub my face, wondering what the hell is going on. 

"Wish | could sleep while traveling," Christoph says and he starts stretching. 

| hold my hands over my face, as | feel this painful pounding under my forehead bone. 

| hear the person fidgeting on the seat in front of me, followed by Paul's voice: "What happened, Till?" 
| run my fingers through my hair and sigh heavily. 

| had this really fucked up dream," | reply. 

"Really? What was it about?" Paul asks. 

| look at Schneider. He cracks a smile, but | guess | really look like shit. Because | really feel like shit. 

| recline back on my seat and close my eyes. 


"It was really fucked up. Paul, you were, at one point, dead on a table, but still not dead, and | was supposed to 


perform surgery on you to save your life. Then, Schneider was this transgender, and we all five were his 


dogs." 


| am so thirsty. | think of asking one of the flight attendants for some water, but it's too much of an effort 


for me right now. 
"What happened?" | hear Richard's voice, but | keep my eyes closed. 
"Till had some weird dream," Paul has to share it with him. 


"It was really fucked up," | add. "We were all living in this apartment, and there was this cruel Beast that ruled 
the world, in a dictatorship... 


"And what was | in your dream?" | hear Richard's voice addressing me. 
| open my eyes. | freeze. He is standing near Schneider's and my seats. He is.. oh, fuck, I'm choking, he is.. He is 
wearing this blue velvet coat, over this white shirt and white pants. He is also, shit, this can't be true! He is 


also wearing this dark blue top hat... and.. 


| look at Schneider! | turn to Paul. They both look ok. Except Richard - his face! Oh my God, his face.. hold me 
I'm choking! This can't be true! 


| should turn the page! Yes! The page! The fucking page! All my thoughts are yelling, as | can't unglue my glare 
from his face - painted in white, with dark blue lipstick on his lips, and dark blue make-up around his eyes, 
representing some sort of hellish flames! Please, the page! Turn it! Now! 

But Richard grins, like he grinned back then, when we were about to perform surgery on Paull! No, no, NO! Turn 


the page! Turn it! NOW! 


~ THE END ~ 


